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iMVrKm TO IHK WiOamWOHTilH, m-UiNAHI) BARTON, 
A NO trniRltH. 


Til WILLIAM AYETlIM, Esq. 

liEWlt cLtCVI I ^ i% 17. 1817. 

My ilwr tViiiBil, 

I dlltl, 
liiivii )‘iiu iiijy 

MniT Hnii’W f»»r Dihs itinviiniR, 

Ti» gtVi? 

Hint lliiii diRli livti 
Viiur Kiiiiyl 

Wiiliimt ruillrr^*, 

I Biwui 

F^r I iBii a pi*mm tliitfc Mmtm 
All iWllTltutilill 

Ami lit lh»i Oifi i»f tin* fiwliioii ; 

\ii?| m'htiRii g»> til iJ|M'riw 

Lilt iit/urmd imuprrk! 

I g*i L* thii |4iiy 

111 11 vii'i rniiwiiilml mn% of li wiij, 
liiillirr til mm 
Tliait iia iwii ; 



LEITERS OF OMAULKS I.A.MIl. 


Tlion^^h Tiu nu ill it 
KfitiuT, 

By 

And in Kmne kiiuU of uvaflui*. 

You nu^ht pit nu* 

For hoiudit 
Aftninst. Kean ; 

But in a i^nuui tra;:i.- h.’rne 
Pm nothiaj’: ; 

It would oiruto a kind uf i<»afhin‘!: 

To spo mo act ilnudri ; 

Tliero’d bo iii.-uiy a damn Iri 
Fly 

At my proHumpHon, 

If 1 .N}n>uld try, 

Being a fellow of no |,i:um|*flos!. 

By the way, tell me eandiilly lu»w you roli/di 
This, whi<*h thoy oall 
The laphlary ntylo'l 
OpiniouH Vary. 

The into Mr. Modinli 
Could novtu- abide it ; 
lie thought it vile, 

And ooxeombioal 
My friend the poti, !a!u»*:d, 

Who ia a gn-at lawyer at 
Anything oomh al, 

Was the lir^t win) trn «f it ; 

But MelliBh could iwwr abi.|>* if ; 

But it signifies very little what M iluh luud, 
Because he is dead. 

For wlu) nan eonfute 
A Iwly that s nittlt* ? 

Or who would tight 
With a senseless sprl ti* 1 
Or think of troubling 
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An iiiiHnnimblt* old frublin, 

Tiiat H (ifUii and tsxme, 

And .’titr liA Htonn, 

To convinrn him with arttniu'ntH [)n) and con^ 

A'^ if Humn livo hndidan, 
ih't'd up at Merttni, -- 
Or I^Ir. Ha/, hit, ilu* mrtaphyHichui ;— 
fh'V, Mr. Ayrton! 

With all your ram tonn. 

For im^ hiov hhoultl an apparition 
Idd to Vijur <‘nlh 
Thtn^rli you talk’d for vvv\\ 

Hvor HO idt‘vor : 

Whtm hia < ar it adf, 

By whirli ho must hoar, or not h<‘ar at all, 
la litiil r»n the nludf V 
< h‘ put tln^ ojtHo 
(For mi»ro <trm*e). 

It worn a thmah* Hptvtrr 
Now i‘»*tild vent o-Xpfct hor 
I'o tako murh 
In hui't j:po<'oln‘H, 

With Ihu* tofonn* a,» dry jo* dust, 

I II a naudy pla«'o, 

Wiii'O' no p«Mt’lH‘H, 

IMor loiiiuun, nor liuu'.% nor onui'^fH hun^, 

To drop on tin* <lroUidit iT an arid harangue, 
i >r iptonrh, 

With thoii' , owrrt drtuirh, 

1'hii hi*ry paiiga whirh tho wormn inilkt, 

Witli ttoir ondloH.H iiihldingH, 

Liko 4uihhhn»,^H, 

Whit’li tlio rm’p;-io may dinliko, Imt <’an infer C‘Uitradict? 
Hey, .Mr. Ayrton i 
With all your rare tone. 

1 am, 


0. Lamb. 
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LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB, 


To Mr. BAPaiON 

Letter CXC VIL] - L 1 , I o 1 r. 

My dear Barron — The bearer of fliis itRtti’ so far 
across the seas is Mr. Lawrey, who ool^(^s out to ytni a-* 
a missionary, and whom I have been stron^dy iui|H>rtiuu*tl 
to recommend to you as a most wortiiy (‘n^aturo by Mr. 
Fenwick, a very old, honest friend of mine ; of whom, if 
my memory does not deceive nu‘, you Imvu^ iuad snme 
knowledge heretofore as editor of the AVefj'e.sa/f/ar ; a mai^ 
of talent, and patriotic. If yon can show him any 
facilities in his arduous undertaking, you will oblige u.h 
much. Well, and how does the laud of thitnnw usr ytm 1 
and how do you pass your time, in your (‘xtra judieiul 
intervals'? Going about the streets witii a lautt‘rn, like 
Diogenes, looking for an honest man 'I You may lot»k 
long enough, I fancy. Do give me some notion of tlu‘ 
manners of the inhabitants where you an*. I'luy don’t 
thieve all day long, do they 1 No humai\ property eould 
stand such continuous battery. And what do thry dt) 
when they an’t stealing *? 

Have you got a theatre 1 What pieces an* perfonm*d 'I 
Shakspeare’s, I suppose; not so m\ich for the poetry, 
for his having once been in danger of h;aving Iuh coimtry 
on account of certain “ small deer.” 

Have you poets among youl Damn’d plagiariHtB, { 
fancy, if you have any. I would not trust iwi idea, or 
a pocket-handkerchief of mine, among ’em. You an* 
almost competent to answer Lord Bacon’s pnjblem, 
whether a nation of atheists can subsist together. Ytm 
are practically in one : — 

“ So tMevisli ’tis, that the eighth commandment 
Scarce seemeth there to be.” 

Oux old honest world goes on with little iHirwiitibli' 
variation. Of course you have heard of poor MitohclI'M 
death, and that G. Dyer is one of Lord Htanhopi-’H 
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I 1 im uiVuul he him not touched much of 

tlie residue ye{. H<‘ is positively im lean as Cassius. 
Ihinirs is io l)enit*rura, (»r ]'kse(|uilK), I am not 

ipiite certain whicdi. Alsauvr is turned actor. He came 
out in 14'euteel ('Minedy at t ’heltuudiaiu this season, and has 
!io}H’a of a lamdnii <‘i!yay;i‘meut. 

Imn iiiv own history, I am just in tin' same spot, doin^ 
t!u‘ same lldu;: (videlicet, little or iiotliin|»:) as wlum you 
h‘ft iin* ; only 1 have positive hop(‘.s that 1 shall ho able 
to ctunpier tluU tuveterato habit of smoking which you 
may rtmieudH*r I indulged in. I thirdc of making a 
begiituing tins evetiimr* viz. Sunday, 3 1 si Aug. 1817, not 
W('din*sday, 2nd I'Vh. ISIS, as it will Ix' perhaiis when 
you read this for the fuvd time. I'ln'ro is the diiliculty 
tjf writing from om* c'mi «»f the globe (hemispheres, I call 
Vm) to auotlier I Wliy, half tlie truths I have sent you 
in this letter will beeMiin* lies Ix'fore. tlu'y remtli you, and 
.nine of the lies (whieh 1 havt' mixtal for variety’s sab', 
ami t * r'xerci:.r‘ your judgim'iit in the finding of them out) 
may be turned into sad realities befon^ you shall be called 
upon to ih'tcci them. Sueh are tin' di'fects id' going by 
difleh'nt ehrom 'logics. Your now ” is not my ‘‘now”; 
and again, yt»ur “then” i; not my “then”; but my 
“ now may be your “ then,” and vire vfrM. Whose 
lieinl is com|M'tent to thesr things? 

How doi’S Mrs. Mel«l get <m in Ini' geography? Does 
slie^ know where siie is by tida time? 1 am not sure 
ftcunetimes you are not in another plam't ; but then I 
doirt like to ask ( ktpt. Ihirney, or any of tlume that; know 
anything about if, for tear of exponiug my ignorance. 

Chir kimle-.t reint'mbrnnceH, however, to Mrs. F., it 
sin* will aroi-pt uf remini; i’cnecH tVtun another planet, or 
at least aiitg-lier liemir^phere. (1 L, 
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LETimS OF CHAKIililS LAMIi 


MARY LAMB to Miss WORDSWOKTfr. 

Letter CXCVIIL] iYowmkr 21, 1817. 

My dear Miss Wordsworth— Your kind hotter liaa 
given ns very great pleasure; the sight of ymir liund 
writing was a most welcome surprise to us. We have 
heard good tidings of you by all our friiuids who were so 
fortunate as to visit you this Sumiucr, and rejt»i(‘e to st*e 
it confirmed by yourself. You have quite tlu^ ndvardag(\ 
in volunteering a letter; there is no nuu’it in replying to 
so welcome a stranger. 

We have left the Temple. I think you will lit' sorry 
to hear this. I know I have never biMui so wtvll satisfied 
with thinking of you at Rydal Mount, Jis when I nmUl 
connect the idea of you with your owm (Jrasnu^re Cottage*. 
Our rooms were dirty and out of repair, and tlu^ imnni 
veniences of living in chambers became fwery yt‘ar mnrt* 
irksome, and so, at last, wo mustered up resolution 
enough to leave the good old place, that so long had 
sheltered us, and here we are, living at a brazier’s shop, 
No. 20, in Russell Street, Coveut Ganhm, a plaet^ all 
alive with noise and bustle; Drury Lane Tlieatni in 
sight from our front, and Covent Garden from our l)ac*k 
windows. The hubbub of the carriage*^ rt^iurniug from 
the play does not annoy me in the least ; strange that it 
does not, for it is quite tremendous. I (piite tmjoy 
looking out of the window, and listening to tlm ealfing 
up of the carriages, and the squabbles of tin*, coarlimon 
and linkboys. It is the oddest scone to look dnwn up(in ; 

I am sure you would be amused with it. It in wed I I 
am in a cheerful place, or I should have many iiuHgiviiign 
about leaving the Temple. I look forward with groat 
geasme to the prospect of seeing my good friend, Mim 
Hutchinson. I wish Rydal Moun^ with all its inliahitanfo 
enclosed, were to be transplanted with her, and to mntm 
stationary in the midst of Coveut Garden 



Fium MARY lAMU Tti MISS \Vi»Ufi.SWOUTIL 7 

I tlirnny:!! ilw fivwt lati-lv wlaav Mr. aiul BIiu 

\\ li fnu* ii«‘W hniiHt's, whit'h \va‘n* 

tlu‘n jir 4 iuif th.‘ mv (|!uir IhiishtHi, ami 

a imb!»M‘nfraiu'<‘ way lutu I'iirilautl I*!ar«‘. ! 

am vtay 8 Hrry- i-r Mv. h.- y. Wlmt a Mumita’ ilit* 

|Mu»r man w arai ht* np fij; 4 iw auinia'^ th<* 

imniiitaiii:; ! I Imu- .sn* my ij jmal I’yi.Ha. t 
ia ^till at llamptmi ^,;;h Mr;t. Uillmau ; Im him 

hmii ill aa !<» him’MmiiM-ii Im UU ronm uimrv- 4 - tha wiiulr 
film* ha haa ha»‘u fL» u\ 

t ha; laa ha.t hah all hj i 1 1 “, '.'ar! ]• ; I'Mmmi in a houk ; 
ilmy Wfir M'ltt lii'Ua’ y«' -ts'iiaiyY au*! m*\v lhaf. 1 . havt* 
tham altMyrtlmi\ aim J.mviv- tha a 4 vau!:i‘;,‘ tif |Hr|mS|: 
vhm^ lit thrm thrMii'.-h tay ..>|.a!arh'.y I aiji nrmifihM tn 
tlm tit thi’Ut haij.hfr/ iMuif-.l lha uiiirh haa hrtm 

a gival nmUdi-'ati-u la lar in va.in I tnrti tu atmaMh* 
mywlf wifh a! .mr u-wv uml rarpatH, 

tur wa havr ish urw rhj.i.:s .m>i rarp.-t i «• ivmia;: all uwr 
mir twmaiMin : ; i miv,.M my ,44 frirmla ami a«m|ii 

liut hv fhmi 1 w-aM iv.-.niv.* tn h'aru tn hn.k 

tint til tlm a li.iint I as-vi'i* t'utihl attain in my 

Ufa, ami I liavn .^iv. n u in* a inm;/ tfuifr im|aa»‘firali|a 
)r! wlini I wan a! In: n, hi ■! ranmiirr, thr fuat wrrk 

! Iiav.-r my .-y, ,a!' j!..m fj,.- jj,.| ,.vmj tu lunk in 

a linnk ; I lia*.! ?:-! tia- .*-a I'-r-ivIrsii ymtm. Mra. 
Mnrpim tt!m wa. wuh u . hr|.f hr. ami rmihmiril 

ht*r I^rat III w:::4 w !:!; fhr m-y i.r whih'l Mailra 

am! I pMyr4 lui.u-y, ,nal u.tahr.r.f Himm: ihr liflhy 
whii*?i wr ui.}, i ia' » m'h' la am! 

r/arf/ f|;< U » 'I -•■■liitay ; iTrt.imly Wf* llla»lr tliri' 

immif'H nf many pl-.viaa! w.ilhi, w hiah iVu- nf* thf^ 
llni^hlmi Viaf-r. h.u.’ ruT hi^Minr.l i 4 * |hiy liki* im in 
tlw nuiv ill thu . 4 ' Liaithm, alfrr ilia iimf 

twanr llifi'r ffhlr-. w- Wrlr .lllr ft» tia.l rUmrllTa il 3 a 
anlllmh’, I U'f' -4., * \ tlr »i iH’Inji* flir W'iilli, 

ifl)^ tai*li;fia:i | 4 ‘ *mh.; -a' |a 4 , ynl niy unt f^u \iallc 

tiflwil llillri with raa.m llud. j.;., r>,irtly njy f,|}||f^ jljp| 
ffiiiw ftilig'ttrai tm , Imif nt avrry tim'il nr 
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fourth day, keeping very quiet betwec^n, jill Mrs 
Morgan could accomplish. 

God bless you and yours. Lovo to all and each one. 

I j^TTi ever yours most affectionately, M. Ijamb. 

To Miss WORlhSWOItTH. 

Lettbb CXCIX. J Noivmher 21 , 1817. 

Dear Miss Wordsworth — Hero wc are, traimplantcd 
from om’ native soil. I thought we newer e.ould have 
been torn up from the Temple. Indeed it was an ugly 
wrench, but like a tooth, now ’tis out, and I am easy. 
We never can strike root so deep in any other ground. 
This, where we are, is a light bit of gardener's mould, 
and if they take us up from it, it will cost no blood ami 
groans, like mandrakes pulled up. We are in the indi^ 
vidual spot I like best, in all this gi*cat city. The 
theatres, with all their noises. Covent Garden, dearer 
to me than any gardens of Alcinous, where we are morally 
sure of the earliest peas and 'sparagus. Bow Strt'Ct, 
where the thieves are examined, witliin a few yards of m. 
Mary had not been here four-and-twenty hours l>oforo she 
saw a thief. She sits at the window working ; and casually 
throwing out her eyes, she sees a concourse of people coin- 
ing this way, with a constable to conduct the solemnity. 
These little incidents agreeably diversify a female life. 

Mary has brought her part of this letter to an ortho- 
dox and loving conclusion, which is very wall, for I have no 
room for pansies and remembrances. What a nice holyday 
I got on Wednesday by favour of a piiiujess dying 1 

C. L. 


To J. PAYIIE OOLLIEE. 

T/is (kirdm (jf Mnqlaml^ 

LettbeOC.] JkrnnibiriiK 1H17. 

Dear J. P. C. — I know how zealously you feel for our 
Mend S. T. Coleridge ; and I know that you anti your 
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family aiti'iiclcul hia Itn-tunvi ftmr or fivo jeara He, 

is in bad health, and wtirae liiind : arid imleHH Bonie.thin^j; 
is done to lightcm Iuh liiind he will mum be reduet'd to 
his extremities ; and evtm thest* are m>t in the lH\Ht con- 
dition. I aiii sure that yon will d(j for him wdiat you 
can ; but at prestait hv seems in a mtavd to do for him- 
self. He prtijeetH a mm eoursts not of physic^ nor of 
metaphysie, tior a new <umrs<' tjf lift'^ but a new course of 
lecturcH on .Sliakspenri^ jiml fh)ctry. There is no man 
Mter qmilificd (always cxaa'ptin^ number one) ; but 1 
am pre (‘Ui^aged f(»r a series of dissertations tm India 
and India|HUuhme«\ to he emnpleted, at the ex|Hmfte of 
the Company, in I kno\e n»»t (yet) how itumy voltunes 
foolscap folio, I am busy gettinir np my Hindoo 
mythology; and, for tht^ purjawe, I am oma* more 
end\iring Hcntihey’s tatrse. Tn be seriotis, Coleridge’s 
stete and iifTairs maku' me so ; ami thert^ an* particular 
rmiBons just now, and have Iwam any tiim* for the last 
twenty yiairs, why he shoidd sutTccil. He will do m 
with a little eneourageimmt. I have not seen him 
lately; and he does ntd know that ! am writing. 

Youra (for Ccdmilge’s wike) in haste, (I Lamu. 

To BKNJAMfN HCBMIIT HAYHON. 

LriTRE Ct q . J Ikmnhff im7. 

M'y dear Ifiiytion ■! %vil! iH»iiie with pleasure to 22 , 
L!.«on Grove, North, iit IhEssifs, half way up, rlglitdiiind 
side, if I ciiii find it. 

Yours, 

Cmiml Uartbau 

liftlf-miiy lip, tiip rornrr, 

I .toff 


C, Ijamii 
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letters of CHARLES LAMB. 


To Mrs. WOEDSWORTH. 

East India ffouss, 

Letter OCII.] February I % 181 B. 

My dear Mrs. Wordsworth — I have repeatetOy taken 
pen in hand to answer your kind letter. My sinter 
should more properly have done it, Init bIio having failed, 
I consider myself answerable for her (iehtn. I am now 
trying to do it in the midst of commercial noises, and 
with a quill which seems more ready to glide into 
arithmetical figures and names of gourds, <‘aBsi{i, imrda- 
moms, aloes, ginger, or tea, than into kindly ivqmmB 
and friendly recollections. The reason why I cannot 
write letters at home is, that I am never ah)ne. Plato’s 

(I write to W. W, now)— Plato’s doublc-anintal parted 

never longed more to be reciprocally ro-nnitad in the 
system of its first creation than I sometinn^s do to be but 
for a moment single and separate. Except my morning’s 
walk to the office, which is like treading on sands of gold 
for that reason, I am never so. I ctannot walk homo 
from office but some officious friend oflars his unwelcome 
courtesies to accompany me. All the morning I aiu 
pestered. I could sit and gravely cast up mixm in great 
books, or compare sum with ainn, and write “|)aid” 
against this, and ‘‘unpaid” against t’other, and yet 
reserve in some comer of my mind “samci darliisg 
thoughts aU my own,” — faint memory of sonui passago 
in a book, or the tone of an absent frieners volco~a 
snatch of Miss Burrell’s singing, or a gleam of Fanny 
Kelly’s divine plain face. The two operations might be 
going on at the same time without thwarting, m tlic 
sun’s two motions (eartli’s, I mean), or m I sometimes 
turn round till I am giddy, in my back parlour, wlule 
my sister is walking longitudinally in the front ; or m 
the shoulder of veal twists round with the spit, while the 
smoke wreathes up the chimney. But there are a set of 
amateurs of the Belles Tiettres— tlia guy Bcicmcci who 
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come to me m ti mnt »)f remlouvoiiJi, c|Ufiitk)iii of 

criticism, of Britkii Liillii litMikliSi etc.--' 

what Oolt'iiliO' wiii! iit the loetiiri* ky^t iu*^^lifc who Imvr 

the fonii t»f muliior mo», But, for miy nm^. mwi^- 

ing can lia tfi tlunu, hut to talk i>f, h;i well have 

been Auti^i’iuimoiitiH Uo-n, tu' have lain aurkiii ‘4 imt tli<* 
geiwii of fiO Kgyiitiaii hior»*i|lyj4i aa l»ai;C m the |♦y^llllills 
will tli«*y -Hhtmhi tiio! it. Thimo imtM worrit 

me at !m8iuci««» mol tn all iiitrrvak, |ior|»Icxiug iiij 
accoimtBj |Kiimmiiig mv Hit!** milutary w*ftrmiug*timo iit 
the fire, |iii/.rJiug itiy |iaroitni|4j8 if I iaki. a fiitnv>ipa|M'r, 
cramming ill boiwocii luy owu frm lhtni':lita iiutl aroliiitiii 
of figurca, which liml coruo in an aioicah!o compromlMo 
but for tliom, 11icir iioi^e taolni, tmc uf tftom, iw i wiid, 
accomfmuioa ttw Ir-nt I alaiul*! Im for a 

moment; he nl length takr^ hk wt-hniuni leave iit the 
door; up I g*i muttou *ai huuvry m hunter, hofie 
to forget my carc,% amt l»ury thorn in ihi^ agreeable 
aWnuttion of miiMticiitiou : kic‘»’k at the iluor. In rom« 
Mr. Ha/^litt, or Mr. Martin lUirot^v, <ir Mi^rgan Ih^nii- 
gorg*.m» or my brother, *4' eoinrkwly, ti» pievimt my 
eating alomi— ii pm*mm alteoliiicly tm'mmify to my |H>or 
wretched digci^lion. (I the |ih*a;mro of ruling iiloiie ! 
eating my «liiincr alone ! Irt mr think *«f it, Hut In they 
eoraOj and mnke it iik^olufrly nrcri»aary ilmt I ahtmld 
open a kiltie *‘f ontniti* ; for my meat itirna Into stciiie 
when liny one dinni with lor. if I have not wine. Wiiie 
c.ma. mollify «!tiiira ; liirii r/ail wine turn i into iicidity, 
acerbitji iniifiiitliropy, ii hairrd uf my iiilcrritplera 
(Qcxl liliM Viii ! 1 love mone of ent draily), iiinl willi the 
hatred, a still gmili'r nverwitm lo their goiiig away. Ilml 
ii th© dfiitl mm they briog u|«*n me, ehokuig ninl dtmiieii- 
ing, but W'or^e U the driid*T’ dry wand liiey IniVe Iip’ till, 
if tlli^y go Mmi* bixi-tinie. <*olne never, | Would i45iy t4i 
thw i|K»llew ofitiy dttifo’i . b«l if you rtiiue, never go! 
The fimt l:i, thi-n iiil«^rni|ilioii tlurn ni*i hii|»|#ii very ufteii ; 
but cfiiry time tl ctimeii by «iir|iri«% tlml |irr#ieiil of 
my Ilf©, iimiige wine, with nil lim tlrwiry itllliiig 
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fluences, follows. Evening company I should alwayh 
like had I any mornings, but I am saturated with human 
faces {divine forsooth I) and voices all the golden morning ; 
and five evenings in a week would be as much as I should 
covet to be in company; but I assure you that is a won- 
derful week in which I can get two, or one to myself. 
I am never C. L., but always 0. L. and Co. Ho wliu 
thought it not good for man to be alone, preserve me 
from the more prodigious monstrosity of being never by 
myself I I forget bed-time, but even there these sotdablo 
frogs clamber up to annoy me. Once a week, generally 
some singular evening that, being alone, I go to bed at 
the hour I ought always to be a-bed ; just close to my 
bedroom window is the club-room of a public-house, 
where a set of singers, I take them to be chorus-singers 
of the two theatres (it must be both of them), begin tludr 
orgies. They are a set of fellows (as I conceive) who, 
being limited by their talents to the burthen of the song 
at the play-houses, in revenge have got the common 
popular airs by Bishop, or some cheap composer, arranged 
for choruses ; that is, to be sung all in chorus. At least 
I never can catch any of the text of the plain song, 
nothing but the Babylonish choral howl at the tjiil on^t. 
“That fury being quenched” — the howl, I mean— a 
burden succeeds of shouts and clapping, and knocking oi 
the table. At length overtasked nature drojis under it, 
and escapes for a few hours into the society of the sweet 
silent creatures of dreams, which go away with mtx^ks 
and mows at cockcrow, imd then I think of tlifi words 
OhiistabeFs father used (bless me, I have dipt in tlie 
wrong ink!) to say every morning by way of variety 
when he awoke : 

“ Erery knell, the Baron saith, 

Wakes us up to a world of (itmth 

or something like it. All I mean by this senflolass inter- 
rupted tale, is, that by my central situation I am a little 
over-companied. Not that I have any animosity against 
the good creatures that are so anxious to drive awav tho 
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imrpy fruut itif. I liki* Vio, nml vMih, iiiul a 

chewful ; Imi I iiu-ait jurr#'ly to ;^ivc ymi iiu ii|iM, 
r»Hici^ Ciiufiiuinerit .luti nfiri liirii-fy, Imtt* 

little tiiuc* I call call my nwit. I luraii s»iily ft* ‘,iiaiw 4 
|nctun\ imt tu miike an isitrivuec. I uanihi iiiit tliiit 1 
knew t»r liiive it «4herwim\ I i‘rily \u;h I 

cuuhl exehiise4*’ ^umc nf my ikci-* lujil for t|it» {hwh 

and voiees which a lute vmtutum hi'Mindit m»>?4- wrlctuiir, 
and eiirriec! awii>\ icnvin^^ regrrf» imt inure |ili‘iw«rt% eveii 
a kind of at Udii^ mm *4'Um favininwl wtlli thiit 

kintl nortlierii viwilatiHit My Lnutiuii ftn-e:^ ami nukcii 
don’t hear me ■ I meun no dh!ri\H|<ei, or I ulivmld e^|i|iyii 
myself, timt instf*iitl of tlieir retiirii 2l!n fimr^ a nmf 
tha ratuin of W. \V., etc., sinm iy in'.i 

soma mort^ equal dinttilmfion mi^lil k* f ainil. I 
mmrea rt«nii to |mt in Mary’« kind lovi% amt my |«air 
aame, 1 *. lawii 

W. fl. Kiwu on leetiiiiitg aK-Oied U. \V. ai|,| innkini* 
cophnw use id t|imliithma loan #yiid \\\ \\\ lo ^'ivr a i:e»| 
to said lectures. S, T, i\ m Iretumu' Wiih cuerrA.*, f 
have not b'ard either him or IL, Iml I dim d wiili H, T. i*. 
at CillhmiiiN^ 11 Humlay or tw*. And Im mm well iupl 

in g«K.Ml a|4rit.M f mean t** lie.o «»!' iho r,nir-'>v ; |»iit 
lecturen are nc»t mueh U* my l.antr, iiiuif^irr the leeimrr 
may he, If rraj, thr*^ aie di^aiaii IIaI, aud y,j|| 
think why you lir*' iu'oimhi loLA thrr i** Ioai a 
flii works, wliicli you eo;dd mm-h pi in our 

yourwdf. If «leli%*rrrd r.^|ri,i|«u4% I mu uIh tu j mt 
Iflil the gift id’ liltoiuiieo ideudd MiMhtnJy |,||| |||p. 
ill the itiitldle, iw || ilid me m thr- diniirr in i ^ u>m 

of nuiiit Itie tavern. *’ tinilhuoru/' ,>414 and 

theili I Ptii|t|»ui ; ihii ie*| iny tre|iiiiy» uiiJi 1 file 

ni^ity of «i|t|ilyiiig. Urn, SVimh%%<.^nh 1 1;; hh, 
kindly lintmling tpi with of y 

Iliora, wllklll nraw ean Irali-:«ul. ilinlmrrii lOi |6| 

a freilt Itllf, !i«l III tfir^idp-ahb iiiMial 1111111.4114^ and 

diitlllliTi. I IIA llietu I^unrd Im \mi up- aitl 
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that gentleman concerned in the Stamp Oflfice, that I so 
strangely recoiled from at Haydon's. I think I had an 
instinct that he was the head of an office. I hate all 
such people — accountants* deputy accountants. The dear 
abstract notion of the East India Company, as long as 
she is unseen, is pretty, rather poetical; but as she 
makes herself manifest by the persons of such beasts, I 
loathe and detest her as the scarlet what-do-you-call-her 
of Babylon. I thought, after abridging us of all our 
red-letter days, they had done their worst; but I was 
deceived in the length to which heads of offices, those 
true hberty-haters, can go. They are the tyrants; not 
Ferdinand, nor Nero. By a decree passed this week, 
they have abridged us of the immemorially- observed 
custom of going at one o’clock of a Saturday, the little 
shadow of a holiday left us. Bear W. W., be thankful 
for liberty. 


To Messrs. OLLIER. 


Letter OCIIL] June 18, 1818. 

Bear Sir (whichever opens it) — I am going off to 
Birmingh'^. I find my books, whatever faculty of selling 
they may have (I wish they had more for {^} sake), 
are admirably adapted for giving away. You Lave been 
bounteous. Six more, and I shall have satisfied all just 
claims. Am I taking too great a liberty in begging you 
to send 4 as follows, and reserve 2 for me when I come 
home? That will make 31. Thirty-one times 12 is 372 
shillings — eighteen pounds twelve shillings ! 1 ! But here 
are my friends, to whom, if you could transmit them, as 
I shall be away a month, you will greatly 
Oblige the obliged, 

0. Lamb. 

Mr. Ayrton, James Street, Buckinffham Gate : 


TO mnrruKV, 
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Ami In 

directed to R. Stmthoy, Krawii-k, r'limbf^rliiin! : 

One for R. B. 

And one for W**\ Wt»r<i.HWc#rr!t» 

If you will be kimi entniifb tui»|»ly Im wrifi^ “ Fri}!ii tin* 
Author” in all *1, yuu will wtill luilh«u\ t‘ft\ 

Either LouKuiun or Mtu-ray U in tho fr«n|iirrit. hullt ni' 
sanding iKioka to Boutlon% nml will liike rliiirgo of ilto 
pnreel It will iw w«*II tti wriii' iu at iln*. Iiogiiiiiiug 
thus: 

“It SiUithey, Ks«|. Friuo thi* Aiifhor/^ 

‘*W. WordsworilK Kia|. Frcuii tho AiitliHr.’* 

Then, if I ran fmd the o-inuiniag IvU fr»r iiio nt 
Bussell when I return, rather lUun enrr^-aeh ipure 
onthabeiip, ! will rnguge to iimke uo neue nmr !ueii«hi 
ad hyhliiUM, yournelvea being the laot. 

Yours truly, c *. f, 

I think Hotifliey will give mi a lot in ib.ii damnM 
Quarterly, 1 nmliUiU* an iiftaek ii|^,n fh.a. t*..iT|iu- 
Gifford, wdilehiihiil I appear iiuiiirjbafrlv biv.uir 

able mention wlnelt B, iimy make in tl^e H 

oan% In tlerent r/nnfiVin/e, appeiir hn^rr. 


Til RftbKur Bur'rtfi.v, 

Liwi&Ct‘tV.j j/> - f a - M 

Dear Boutliej ! iiiii plr;y>.r4 wiih %. ,, i .. 
riffi8mbri«M« oi" my litib^ ihiiig«. I o*. i-,. * 
whitliir I liaye *I-eiie n $nllr thing lo hai 

it il of no greiii eiium* 4 nrii-'*i. | t'v% n. 
mm for no miwirr-n M>- hu-^>l -.uii , m 
M the foilii*lati’*ir» of Lr!Ojriih..4l ,,t^rri, i y .• \l 
out i« hing m the **hmu4iiUmvi *4 .-is- i, m., 

But,'* I flutil «l‘i pi'iTly Well. V^iii a?v4 \% . Vit It! ^ I 

hlft liid your plr':e|lf4li»'i|i 
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that gentlemau concerned in the Stamp Office, that I so 
strangely recoiled from at Haydon’s. I think I had an 
instinct that he was the head of an office. I hate all 
such people — accountants* deputy accountants. The dear 
abstract notion of the East India Company, as long as 
she is unseen, is pretty, rather poetical; but as she 
makes herself manifest by the persons of such beasts, I 
loathe and detest her as the scarlet what-do-you-cjill-her 
of Babylon. I thought, after abridging us of all our 
red-letter days, they had done their worst ; but I was 
deceived in the length to which heads of offices, those 
true liberty-haters, can go. They are the tyrants; not 
Ferdinand, nor !N'ero. By a decree passed this week, 
they have abridged us of the immemorially- observed 
custom of going at one o’clock of a Saturday, the little 
shadow of a holiday left us. Dear W. W., be thankful 
for liberty. 


To Messrs. OLLIER. 


Letter OCIIL] Jvm 18, 1818. 

Dear Sir (whichever opens it) — I am going off to 
Birmingh”". I find my books, whatever faculty of selling 
they may have (I wish they had more for sake), 
are admirably adapted for giving away. You have been 
bounteous. Six more, and I shall have satisfied all just 
claims. Am I taking too great a liberty in begging you 
to send 4 as follows, and reserve 2 for me when I come 
home? That will make 31. Thirty-one times 12 is 372 
shiUings—nighteen pounds twelve shillings II! But here 
are my friends, to whom, if you could transmit them, as 
I shall be away a month, you will greatly 
Oblige the obliged, 

0. Lamb. 

Mr. Ayrton, James Street, Buckingham Gate : 


TO HOimiEY. 


in 


AihI hi tint* imn’i’l, 

directed to R. Btnifhoy, Kh(|.. Kt*in\irk, f : 

One for R. 8. : 

And one for W’“ \V<*rdKWiiiil^ |-‘;'i|. 

If you will bo kiini oauU|,di 0* wrhi^ •» Fr»*fii tbr 

Author” in all *1, y.tu will infill turfbi-r. rfi% 

Either Lon|.nnnn or Murray i.i tii thv- lrr.|tiriii *if 
sending in Ftniflun-, and will tnkp r|ini>^p uf tin* 

parcel It will Immw w-oll f».j in ut Iho br^hniiin^*’ 
thus: 

*4i Souttity% Kfi*|. Fr.oij Autliur, '* 

««W. Wc»nliiworlli» hF*|. Friuu fh.. Anllo^r/* 

Then, if I rmt find tli»» ronriinm^^ Iri'i f;.r nw 
Euisell B* wdion I rotiirn, raiJirr thun 
Onth6heii|% I will rllgj|?..ro tu malr* U.-, urw lunadM 
yoiirM 'lvoa bn ok t-m. 

Yourt truly, i» 1 ^ 

I think Bouflii’j will n-^ n ha ui tiuii 
Qmrtfri^, I nmlituti* m% alTirh fb.o. 

Giffonl, whlohidiiill apFoiir miUir4iAt^-\% ar-*, 
able immtloii wliioh 8, muy r.- y,- || 

in deniit f/roliOo/r, a|*|«vs»r 


To lUHWAlV ynl'riiFV 

LlWllCFIT.I .1/, 

lltW 8oilll|oy I mil plrxnv.i r,jib I 

remumbriiirfi tu mi liiib^' I ,n, 

whettiw I ibim a tdh ilan^ 

it i« of till Ifirat rp||Sr-<|Ur|‘. I 1.,-,.^ * 

«n for byr^.i m.-l ^ r.-^r. '- 'r 

S« the fftllfplafi^iil^l of' I ^ ,v;.i 

«t m long m Hr "bnno.iy.. .| | - 7 '* "7 7 

E»i;*I4iilI do |4«i!y %%rii. I , ,,, . H 7\' 

bfi lliil im-rfiimam ‘ ' 
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for my holidays, and rather than delay, commigaiunc'd 
my bookseller to send them thus nakedly. By not hear- 
ing from W. W. or you, I began to bo afraid Murray 
had not sent them. I do not see S. T. 0. so often as 1 
could wish. He never comes to me; and though his 
host and hostess are very friendly, it puts me out of ruy 
way to go see one person at another persoifs house, it 
was the same when he resided at Morgan's. Not but 
they also were more than civil ; but, after all, one fetjis 
so welcome at one’s own house. Have you seen poor 
Miss Betham’s ‘‘ Vignettes ”1 Some of them, the secumd 
particularly, To Lucy,” are sweet and good m herself 
while she was herself. She is in some measure abroml 
again. I am better than I deserve to he. Tha hot 
weather has been such a treat ! Mary joins in this little 
comer in kindest remembrances to you all. 0. L. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR OOLERIDGK. 

Letter OCV. ] Dmmlmr 24,1 BIB, 

My dear Coleridge~I have been in a state of ineessiint 
hurry ever since the receipt of your ticket. It found me 
incapable of attending you, it being the night of Kt‘nney’« 
new comedy, which has utterly failed. You kntm^ my 
local aptitudes at such a time; I have been a thormigh 
rendezvous for all consultations. My head begins 
clear up a little, but it has had bells in it. Thiink you 
kin^y for your ticket, though the mournful proftiOitie 
which accompanies it certainly renders its perumneat pre- 
tensions less marketable; but I trust to hear many a 
course yet. You excepted Christmas week, by which I 
understood next week; I thought Christmas week wm 
that which Christmas Sunday ushered in. We are sorry 
it never lies in your way to come to us ; but, dear 
Mahomet, we will come to you. Will it be eonveniont 
to all the good people at Highgate, if we take a itiiga up 
not next Sunday, but the following, vk, 3rd Jimuary* 
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18191 Hliiill tt't* t4>t> hiie |t> riitt'li a allrfc of to old 
owt-got'r! How tlio yvim oruiuldo from iimkiw! We 
Bhiill hii|w to Hoo you hpihm thou ; Imtp if iiofc, lefc U8 
know if then will ho otnivoniout. C*fiu \¥o gmiwttooiwli 
I'ioiuo ! 

Bi‘!it*v6 uir viiurii, (1, Lamb* 

I hiiva but cJiiii lioliiiuy, Avhioh is Ohristmii IJtt| itplf 
mikoilly : im firotly giiruisli auH friugoi of St. Bajj 
Holy luuoctuik, olo,* thiit- umnl to k*itud it til around in 
the ciUemiiir. iaimr ! I write six houri ©voiy 

day lu thk niiulle-light ft*g'4lou at rjriuleiihall 


To JOHN OHAMBEES. 


LsTTiiEacVI.] [ 1818 .] 

Dear 0,^*4 stwi! a tow iiiiutitos from a painful and 
kboricnm avoratifiiii aggrarntt^l by the almenoa of some 
that should mwist me, tfi say how extremely liappy wo 
ahoulti Im to see y«Mt retuni elimu ai the cripple out of 
the |K»ol of lletliesclii* That (lamn4 icorhutic—bow came 
you by it! . . , ¥«iu are uow fairly a diimaged lot; as 
Viuiu WHHihi stiy, Ortt^ Heratohed. You might play Scrub 
ill the BftHiJ The belt |)08t your Mends 

could firomote you to would be a scrubbing pent ‘‘Aye, 
there’s th« ruli,’^ I gtuiendly pt tired after the third 
rublier. Hut you, I su|>|Hjse, tire twice the number 
every day, Fimi, there’s your mother, she be^ris after 
l»rtuikfiOit ; tlien your little iistar takes it up about 
Nunchiou tliiii, till tier bonai crack, ojid loma kind 
neigh liour c»uhw In to lend a hand, scrub, s^rub, corub, 
mui nothing will pt the intolerable itch (for I am per- 
suaditl it i« tlii itch) out of your penance-dolng bones. 
A thing ji»t at this lime, when ewerybody wants 
to pt out of town m well m yourself. Of course, I 
don’t iiMmn to raiiroach you. You caa^t help it, the 

Im T Qa.tr VdU would 
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if you could. But don’t you think you could do a littk 
work, if you came? as much as D~~- does before 12 
o’clock. Hang him, there he sits at that cursed Tinm-^ 
and latterly he has had the Berkshire Ckronide sent him 
every Tuesday and Friday to get at the County news. 
Why, that letter which you favored him with, appears 
to me to be very well and clearly written. The man 
that wrote that might make out warrants, or writ(‘ 
Committees. There was as much in quantity written as 
would have filled four volumes of the Indigo appendix ; 
and when we are so busy as we are, every little help. 
But I throw out these observations merely as innuendos. 
By the way there’s a Doctor Lamert in Leadenhall Btreet, 
who sells a mixture to purify the blood. No. 114 
LeadenhaU Street, near the market. But it is necessary 
that his Patients should he on the spot, that ha Uiay 
them every day. There’s a sale of Indigo advartistHl for 
July, forty thousand lots — 10,000 chests only, but they 
seU them in quarter chests which makes 40,000. By 
the bye a droll accident happened here on Tlmrsday, 
Wadd and Plumley got quarrelling about a kneobueklc 
of Hyde’s which the latter affirmed not to be stmulard ; 
Wadd was nettled at this, and said something refletding 
on tradesmen and shopkeepers, and Plumley struck him. 

. . . Friend is married ; he has married a Homan Cathedie, 
which has offended his family, but they have come to an 
agreement, that the boys (if they have tdiildreu) shall la* 
bred up in the father’s religion, and the girk in tlie 
mother’s, which I think equitable enough. ... I am 
determined my children shall be brought tip in their 
father’s religion, if they can find out what it is. Bye k 
about publishing a volume of poems whi(di he inf*an-i to 
dedicate to MattMe. Methinks he might have found a 
better Mecaenas. They are chiefly amatory, otlmra of 
them stupid, the greater part very far below mcdiocritj ; 
but they discover much tender feeling j they are inoi^t 
like Petrarch of any foreign Poet, or what we might 
have supposed Petrarch would have written if Fctmreh 
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had heoii horn a fool ! (Trinwallows in made master of the 
ceremonies at Dandelion, near Margate ; of course he gives 
up tlie oHice. ‘‘My Harry” makes so many faces that 
it is impossible to sit opposite him without smiling. 
Dowloy danced a Quadrille at Court on the Queen’s 
birthday with Lady Thymic, Lady Desbrow, and Lady 
Louisa Manners, It is said his performance was graceful 
and airy. Cabel has taken an unaccountable fancy into 
his head that he m Fuller, member for Sussex. He 
imitates his blunt w'ay of speaking. I remain much thci 
same as you remember, very universally beloved and 
(isteemed, possessing everybody’s good-will, and trying at 
least to deserve it; tlui same steady adherence to prineiple, 
and correct regard lor truth, which always marked my 
conduct, marks it still. If I am singular in anything it 
is in too great a squeamishness to anything that remotely 
looks like a falsehood. I am call’d Old Honesty ; some- 
tim(‘.B Upright Telltruth, Esq., and I own it tickles my 
vanity a litth‘. The Committee have formally abolish’d 
all holydaya whatsoever — for which may the Devil, who 
ktH‘ps no holydaya, have them in his eternal burning 
workshop. When I say holydaya, I mean Calendar 
holydaya, for at Medley’s instigation they have agreed to 
a sort of scale by which the Chief has power to give 
leave of absence, vi^:. : — 

Those who have been 50 years and upwards to be 
ahscnit 4 days in the y(‘.ar, but not without leave 
of the Chied', 

35 yeara and u])ward, 3 days, 
ymirs and upward, 2 days, 

18 years and \ii)ward, 1 day, 
which I think very Liberal. Wo are also to sign our name 
when we (/o m well as when wti atid every quarter 
of an hour we sign, to show that wo are here. Mins and 
Gardner take it in turn to bring round the book—0 
here u Mins with the Book— no, it’s Gardner— “What’s 
that, G.?” “The appoamnee book, Sir” (with a gentle 
inclination of his head, and smiling). “What the 



20 LETTERS OE CHARLES LAMB. 

devil, is the quarter come again ? ” It^ annoys I)od well 
ama 2 dngly j he sometimes has to sign six or seven times 
while he is reading the Newspaper— 

[Uiy^ntsM.] 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Letter CCyil.] 181^. 

Dear Wordsworth — I received a copy of “ Pater Ikdi '■ 
a week ago, and I hope the author will not be olbmdecl 
if I say I do not much relish it. Tho humour, if it m 
meant for humour, is forced ; and then the price ! -^ six- 
pence would have been dear for it. Mind, I (lo not mean 
your “Peter Bell,” but a “Peter Bell” which preceded 
it about a week, and is in every bookseller’s shop window 
in London, the type and paper nothing differing from the 
true one, the preface signed W. W., and the supplonu ntary 
preface quoting as the author’s words an extract from 
the supplementary preface to the “Lyrical Ballads.” Is 
there no law against these rascals 1 I would have this 
Lambert Simnel whipt at the cart’s tail. Then tln^re is 
Rogers 1 He has been re-writing your Poem of the Strid, 
and publishing it at the end of his “ Huinan Life.” Tie 
him up to the cart, hangman, while you are about it. 
Who started the spiuious “P. B.” I have not ht»ard. 
I should guess, one of the sneering brotlujrs, the vile 
Smiths ; but I have heard no name mentioned, “ Peter 
BeU” (not the mock one) is excellent; for its UMitter, 1 
mean. I cannot say that the style of it quite aatisfles 
me. It is too lyrical. The auditors to whom it is fiiignad 
to be told, do not anrido me. I would rather it had 
been told me, the reader, at once. “ Heartlea|) Well ” is 
the Me for me; in matter as good as this ; in maimer 
infinitely before it, in my poor judgment. Why did you 
not add “ The Waggoner Have I thanked you tlunigli, 
yet, for “Peter Bell”? I would not not kcim it for a 
good deal of money. 0 is very fooHsh to scribble 
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about books. Neither his tongue nor fingers are very 
retentive. But I shall not say anything to him about it. 
He would only begin a very long story, with a very long 
face ; and I see him far too seldom to teaze him with 
affairs of business or conscience when I do see him. lie 
never comes near our house ; and when we go to see him 
he is generally writing, or thinking. He is writing in 
his study till the dinner comes, and that is scarce over 
before the stage summons us away. The mock B.” 
had only tliis effect on me, that after twice reading it 
over in hopes to find something diverting in it, I reached 
your two books off the shelf, and set into a steady reading 
of them, till I had nearly finished both before I went to 
bed: the two of y<mr last edition, of course, I mean: 
and in the morning I awoke determining to lake down 
the I wish the scoundrel imitator could 

know this. But why waste a wish on him ? I do not 
believe that paildling about with a stick in a pond, and 
fishing up a dead author, whom kis intolerable wrongs 
had driven to that deed of desperation, would turn the 
heart of one of these obtuse literary Bklls. There is no 
Cock for such Peters damn ’em ! I am glad this 
aspiration came upon the red ink line. It is more of a 
bloody curse, I have delivered over your other presents 
to Alsager and Q. D. A., I am sure, will value it, and 
be proud of the hand from which it came. To G. D. a 
poem is a poem. Ills own as good as anybody’s, and 
(God bless him 1) anybody’s as good as his own ; for I 
do not think he has the most distant guess of the possi- 
bility of one pocmi being bott(T than another. The gods, 
by denying him the very faculty itself of cliecrimination, 
have effectually cut off ovmy seed of envy in his bosom. 
But with envy, they excited curiosity also ; and if you 
wish the copy again, which you destined for him, I think 
I shall be al)le to find it again for yon, on his third shelf, 
where he atuffs his presentation copies, uncut, in shape 
and matter resembling a lump of dry dust ; but on care- 
fully removing that stratum, a thing like a pamphlet will 
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emerge. I have tried this with fifty different i)oetieal 
works that have been given G. D. in return for aB many 
of his own performances ; and I confess I never had any 
scruple in taking my own again, wherever I foutul it, 
shaking the adherences offj and by this means one copy 
of “my works” served for G. D., and, with a little 
dusting, was made over to my good friend i)r. 
who little thought whose leavings he was taking when 
•he made that graceful bow. By the way, the] Doctor is 
the only one of my acquaintance who bows grac^efully ; 
my town acquaintance, I mean. How do you like my 
way of writing with two inks ? I think it is pretty and 
motley. Suppose Mrs. W. adopts it, the next time she 
holds the pen for you. My dinner waits. I have no 
time to indulge any longer in these lahtadous curiosities. 
God bless you, and cause to thrive and burgeon whatsofwer 
you write, and fear no inks of miserable poetasters. 

Yours truly, Charles Lamb. 

Mary^s love. 


To THOMAS MANNING. 


Lbttek CCyilL] Afay 28 , IB IB. 

My dear M.— -I want to know how your brother is, 
if you have heard lately. I want to know almut you. 1 
wish you were nearer. How are my cousina, the Gkdmiwm 
of Wheathamstead, and farmer Braton 1 Mrs, Bruton is 
a glorious woman. 


“Hail, Mockery End”— 

Thk is a ftagment of a blank verse poem whicli I once 
meditated, but got no further. The R I H. has been 
throTO mto a quandaoy by the strange phenomanon of 
Tommy Bye, whom I have known man and mad-man 
twenty-seven years, he being elder hare than myself by 

^ pleasaait, piiim 

Sa dreaming, walk-about, 

moffensive chap ; a httle too fond of the ereatur6*™-(who 
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isn’t at times ; but Tommy had not brains to work off 
an over-night’s surfeit by ten o’clock next morning ; and 
unfortunately, in he wandered the other morning drunk 
with last night, and with a superfoetation of drink taken 
in since he set out from bed. He came staggering under 
his double burthen, like trees in Java, bearing at once 
blossom, fruit, and falling fruit, as I have heard you or 
Rome otiior traveller tell, witli his face literally as blue as 
the bluest firmament ; some, wndched calico, that he ha^ 
mopped his poor oozy front with, had rendered up its 
native dye ; and the devil a bit would he consent to wash 
it, but swore it was (characteristic, for he was going to 
the sale of indigo, and set up a laugh which I did not 
think the lungs of mortal man were competent to. It 
was like a thousand people laughing, or the Goblin Page. 
He imagined afterwards that the whole office had been 
langbi ug at him, so strange did his own sounds strike 
uiK)n his tio^isensorium 1 But Tommy has laughed his 
last laugh, and awoke the next day to find himself reduced 
from an almscMl income of £600 per annum to one-sixth 
of tlie sum, after thirty-six years’ tolerably good service. 
The (Quality of mercy was not strained in his behalf : the 
gentle dews dropt not on him from heaven. It just 
came across nuc that I was writing to Oanton. Will 
you drop in to-morrow night 1 Fanny ’Kelly is coming, 
if slie do(‘s not ciu'at us. Mrs. Gold is well, but 
prov(*H ** uncoined,” as the lovers about Wheathamstead 
would say. 

I havtc not had such a quiet half hour to sit down to 
a (pu(?t h‘tter for many years. I havc^ not been inter- 
ruptced abov(c four times. I wrote a letter the other day, 
in alternate limes, bhmk ink and red, and you cannot 
think how it chilled the flow of idtcaa. Next Monday is 
Whit-Monday. What a reflection ! Twelve years ago, 
and I should have kept that and the following holidays 
in the fields a-Maying. All of those pretty pastoral 
deliglits are over. Tins dead, (werhistiug dead desk, — 
how it weighs the spirit of a gtmtleman down I This 
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dead wood of the desk, instead of your trees 1 

But then again, I hate the Joskins, a name for' Hertford- 
shire humphins. Each state of life has its iuconvenience ; 
but then again, mine has more than one. Not that 1 
repine, or grudge, or murmur at my destiny. T luive 
meat and drink, and decent apparel; I Rhall, at least, 
when I get a new hat. 

A red-haired man has just interrupted me. He has 
^ broke the current of my thoughts. I haven’t a word 
to^Hd. I don’t know why I send this letter, but I have 
had a hankering to hear about you some days. Perha|)« 
it will go off before your reply comes. If it don’t^ I 
4^ssure you no letter was ever welcomer from you, frotn 
Paris or Macao. 0. Lamb. 


To WILLIAM WOEDSWOETIl 

Letter COIX.] June 7, ISIO. 

My dear Wordsv/orth — You cannot imagine how proud 
we are here of the dedication. We read it twi(*e for 
once that we do the poem. I mean all through ; yet 
“Benjamin” is no common favourite ; there is a fi|Hrit of 
beautiful tolerance in it. It is as good as it W'as in 1 800 ; 
and it will be as good in 1829, if our dim eyes shall be 
awake to peruse it. Methinks there is a kind of shadow- 
ing affinity between the subject of the namtivo aiul the 
subject of the dedication; but I will not antf^r into 
personal themes ; else, substituting * * # # 

for Ben, and the Honourable United Oompany of Mar* 
chants trading to the East Indies, for the master of the 
misused team,^ it might seem, by no far-fetched analogy 
to point its dim warnings hitherward ; but I r^'ect the 
omen, especiaUy as its import seems to have been diverted 
to another victim. 

I will never wite another letter with alternate Inki. 
You cannot hnagjne how it cramps the flow of the style, 
i can conceive Pindar (I do not mean to compare myiolf 
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to kwi), by the command of lliero, the Sicilian tyrant 
(was not he the tyniiit of some place 1 fio on my neglect 
of history I)— I can (‘onceive him by command of Hiero or 
Perilliis set down to pen an Isthmian or Nememi panegyric 
in lines, alternate red and black. I maintain he couldn’t 
have done it ; it would have been a strait-laced torture 
to bis muse; he would have call’d for the bull for a 
relief. Neither eouh I Lycidan, nor the Chorics (how do 
you like the word'!) of Samson Agonistes, have been 
written with two inks. Your couplets, with points, 
epilogues to I\Ir. H.’s, etc., might be even benefited by 
the twylbunt, where one line (the second) is for point, 
and the first fiu" rhyme. I tliink the altf'rnation would 
assist, like a mould. I maintain it, you could not have 
written your Htaiw.siH on pre-existence with two inks. 
IVy another ; atid Rog<‘rs, with his silver standish, having 
one ink only, I wall bet my “Ode on Ted^acco,” against 
the “HcaMures of Memory,” — and “ If ope,” too, shall 
put more fervour of enthusiasm into the same subject 
than you can wdth your two ; hu shall do it stampede in 
unOi ua it were. 

The “ Waggoner” is very ill put up in bomls; at 
least it seetna to uu^ always to open at the dedication ; 
but that is a iiundianical fault. I re-read the “ White 
Doe of Rylstone the tith^ should be always written at 
length, as Biary Sabilla Novello, a very nice woman of 
our ac4|uaintane4\ always signs hers at the bottom of the 
shortest note. Mary tohl her, if her name had been 
Mary Aim, slie woultl have signed M. A. Novello, or M. 
only, dropping tlu^ A. ; whi<di makes mo think, with 
some other trifles, that she understands something 
of hmiifin nature. Bly |Hm goes galloping on most 
rhapatHlieally, gliul to have escaped the bondage of 
two inks. 

Manning had just sent it home, and it came as fresh 
to me m tine immortal creature it H|>caks of. M. sent it 
home with a ncjta, having this paBsaga in it : “I cannot 
help writing to you while I am reading Wordsworth’s 
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poem. I am got into the third canto, ami mj tliat it 
raises my opinion of him very much indeed. 'Tis Inroad, 
nohle, poetical, with a masterly scanning of human 
actions, absolutely above common readers. Wliat a 
manly (implied) interpretation of (bad) party-ae.tioim, m 
trampling the Bible, etc. !” and so he goes on. 

I do not know which I like best,— the prologue', (the 
latter part especially) to “P. Bell,” or the epilogue to 
“Benjamin.” Yes, I tell stories; I do know I like the 
last best ; and the “ Waggoner ” altogether is a pleasanter 
remembrance to me than the “Itinerant.” If it were 
not, the page before the first page would and ouglit to 
make it so. The sonnets are not all new to mo ; of* those 
which are new, the ninth I like best. Thank y<Hi for 
that to Walton. I take it as a favour done to me, that, 
being so old a darling of mine, you should hear testimony 
to his worth in a hook containing a dedic-- — — : I cannot 
write the vain word at full length any longtm. 

If, as you say, the “Waggoner,” in some sort, eauio 
at my call, oh for a potent voice to c^all forth the' 
“ Eecluse ” from his profound dormitory, where ho sleepH 
forgetful of his foolish charge — the world ! 

Had I three inks, I would invoke him! Talfourd 
has written a most kind review of J. Woodvil, etc,, in 
the Champion. He is your most s^ealons admirer, in 
solitude and in crowds. H. Orabb Robinson gives me 
any dear prints that I happen to admire ; and I love iiim 
for it and for other things. Alsager shall have Ids copy ; 
but at present I have lent it /or a day only^ m>t ehcKiaing 
to part with my own. Mai/s love. How do you all 
do, amanuenses both — marital and sororal 1 

0. Lamb. 


To JOSEPH OOTTLE. 

LettekCCX.] 5 , 1819 . 

Dear Sir— It is so long since I have seen or heard 
from you, that I fear that you will consider a request I 
have to make as impertinent. About three years since, 
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whuii I wiis ow day in Mristol, I made an effort to see 
you ; but you wxiv from home. The reciuest 1 have to 
makt^ is, tliat you would very miudi oblige me, if you 
liavo any Hinall ptirtrait of youraelf, by allowing mo to 
have it eopitnl, to aeet>ui})any a mdeetimi of ‘^ Likenesses of 
Living Bards wliieli a most partieular friend of min© is 
making. If you have no obj(H*tions, and eouhl oblige me 
by transmitting hiuL portrait to me at No. 44 Bussell 
Stret‘t, (k»Vi*nt (birdon, I will answer tbr taking the 
greatest care of it, lunl returning it saiely the instant the 
copier lum dom*. with it. I hope you will panlon the 
liberty fnnn an cdd frimul and well-wisher, 

Oil A ULUS Lamh. 


CL X 1, 1 [ N'mYMbfr or IktYtiiimir] 1810. 

Dear Sir My frieml, wlnnn you have obligtul by the 
loan of your picture, has liad it very t^xactly copied (and 
a very spirited drawing it in; ho every one thinks who 
luiB seen it). The copy is not nuudi inftivior, done by a 
<laughter of ihmeph’a !LA. He purpoKes sending you 
back the original, whieh I must accompany with my 
warm thank'S btjth fc»r that, ami your lajtter favour, the 
Messiali, wlaeb I a .stire yt>u f have read throngli with 
great pltuistire ; the verscH have great sweetnesH, and a New 
Testament plaimu^HH ainmt ihmx whieh iifleetiHl mt* very 
much. I eoultl just wmli that in page G3 y(»u had omitted 
the linf?8 7! and 72, and ha<l emled the pcritnl witlr— 

**Tlic wilh»wy l»ro«ik whm Uoa'c, but that HWing huuiuI ■■■ • 

Wkm to Imi hritrd again on 1‘krthly irrmuid !'* 

Two very aweet Hues, and the sanse perfet^t. 

.Ami in |mgi^ lfi4, Um* f numuirdainad a world 

to words are hardly lH>riie out by the fttc^ry, 

and seem wmree aeeonlant with the motiesty with which 
our f-#ord tmiiie to take Ida cominmi portion among the 
baptiiuml eamlldiites, Titey ab» imticl|mte the lamuty 
of Jolin’a ri^ognttiou of the Mesiiiiili, and tlia guise* 
quittt ciintirmallon Irciiii the vuico iuid liovti* 



28 


LETTERS OE CHARLES LAMB. 


You will excuse the remarks of an old brother bard, 
whose career, though long since pretty well stopped, was 
coeval in its beginning with your own, and who is e«»nj 
his lot has been always to be so distant from you. It is 
not likely that 0. L. will see Bristol again ; i)ut, if J, ( '. 
should ever visit London, he will be a most welcome visitor 
to 0. L. My sister joins in cordial remembrances. . . . 

Dear Sir, yours truly, Oharlkh I a. mi?. 

Letter COXIL] London^ hulia flousr, 

[Close ofyoarj 1810 . 

My dear Sir — I am quite ashamed of not having 
acknowledged your kind present earlier; but that un* 
known something, which was never yet discovered, though 
so often speculated upon, which stands in the way of lazy 
folks answering letters, has presented its usual rdwtmde. 
It is not forgetfulness nor disrespect nor inoivility, but 
terribly like all these bad things. 

I have been in my time a great epistolary scribbler : 
but the passion, and with it the facility, at lengtli wears 
out; and it must be pumped up again by the heavy 
machinery of duty or gratitude, when it should run 
I have read your “Fall of Cambria” witli m muc*h 
pleasure as I did your “ Messiah.” Your Oambriati Poem 
I shall he tempted to repeat oftenest, as human potuim 
take me in a mood more frequently congenial than divine. 
The character of Llewellyn pleases me more than any- 
thing else, perhaps; and then some of the lyrical |iicc‘i*s 
are fine varieties. 

It was quite a mistake that I could dislike anything 
you should write against Lord Byron ; for I have ii 
thorough aversion to his character, and a very mticlerate 
admiration of his genius : he is great in so little a way. 
To be a Poet is to be the Man, not a petty portion of 
occasional low passion worked up in a permanent form of 
humamty. Shakspeare has thrust such rubbishly feelinm 
into a corner,— the dark dusl^ heart of Don Jolm, in the 
Much Ado about Fothing, The fact is, I have not seen 
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your “ Expostulatory Ejuf^tlc '' to him. I was not aware, 
till your that it Wiis out. I shall inquire, and 

get it forthwith. 

Boutliay ia in towm, whom I have seen slightly; 
Wordsworth whtun I hope to see much of. I 

write with aiaadcrated motion ; for I have two or thre(^ 
botheritig clerka and brt)kerB about mo, who always press 
in proporticm as you seem to be doing something that is 
not business. I could exclaim a little profanely ; but I 
think you do lud like swearing. 

I conclude, bc‘gging you to consider that I feel myself 
much obliged by your kimhmss ; and shall be most happy 
at any ami at all tinum to hear from you. 

Boat Hir, yours tndy, (Ihaelks Lamb. 

To BAMtJMl. TAYLOE OOLEEIDGE 

Lim’KU COX in. 1 Noimnhfir 1819. 

Dear tJolericlgc^- Your sonnet is capital The paper 
is ingenious, only that it split into four parts (besides a 
side BpUnter) in the carriage. I liave transferred it to 
the common l*hj;dish paper mmivfdctured of rac/s^ for 
better presttrvaiitin. I mwer knew before how the Iliad 
and (Jdi/ma/ wen^ wriittuu ‘Tis strikingly corroborated 
by observatiomi on ( *uts. These dinnestic animals, put 
'ctn on a rug Indore the wink their eyes up, and 
listen to the kettle, and tlnm purr, wiiich is their poetry. 

ihi Sunday wmik %vc kiss your hamls (if they are clean). 
This m*xt Humlay I have been engaged for some time. 

With remmabrances to your gotal host and hostess, 

Yoiiw ever, 0. La mu. 

To Uim WC)EI)BW()llTil. 

LEtTElt CC.IXIV,] ^Xum'mber 25, 1819. 

Bear MisM Wordsworth —You will think mo negligent : 
but I wiinted tti »eo more of Willy before I ventured to 
express a prediction. Till yesterday I had barely seen 
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his small company to a bullock's heart, ami 1 am pro- 
nounce him a lad of promise. Ho is no potlant, nor 
bookworm ; so far I can answer. Perhaps ho has hitherto 
paid too little attention to other men’s invontions, prefer- 
ring, like Lord Foppington, the “ natural sprouts of his 
own!” But he has observation, and seems thoroughly 
awake. I am ill at remembering other people's hem 
but the following are a few :~-~Being taken over Waterloo 
Bridge, he remarked, that if we had no mountains, 
had a fine river at least ; which was a touch of the com- 
parative : but then he added, in a strain which augunni 
less for his future abilities as a political economist, that 
he supposed they must take at least a pound a week toll. 
Like a curious naturalist he inquired if the tides did not 
come up a little salty. This being satisfactorily answered, 
he put another question, as to the flux aud reflux ; which 
being rather cunningly evaded than artfully solvtKl by 
that she-Aristotle, Mary, — who muttered something about 
its getting up an hour sooner and sooner every day,— he 
sagely replied, “Then it must come to the sanm thing at 
last;” which was a speech worthy of an infant Halley I 
The lion in the 'Change by no means came up to hia 
ideal standard ; so impossible is it for Nature, in any of 
her works, to come up to the standard of a child's 
imagination 1 The whelps (lionets) he was soixy to find 
were dead ; and on particular inquiry, his old frientl tim 
ourang-outang had gone the way of all fiesh also. The 
grand tiger was also sick, and expectcal in no short tiimj 
to exchange this transitory world for another, or none. 
But again, there was a golden eagle (I do not mean tliat 
of Charing) which did much arride and console him. 
William’s genius, I take it, leans a little to the figurative ; 
for, being at play at tricktrack (a kind of minor billlani 
table which we keep for smaller wights, and aomatimea 
refresh our own mature fatigues with taking a Imiul at), 
not being able to hit a ball he had iterate aimed at, ho 
cried out, “ I cannot hit that beast ! ” Now the Imlla 
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are RHiially called men, but lie felicitously hit upon a 
middle term ; a term of approximation and imaginative 
reconciliation ; a Homething where the two ends of the 
brute matter (ivory), and their human and rather violent 
personification into men, might meet, as I take it~™-illns- 
trativo of that excellent remark, in a certain preface 
about imagination, (ixplaining “Like a sea-beast that had 
crawled forth to sun himself!” Not that I accuse 
William Minor of lusrcditary plagiary, or conceive the 
image to have come ejc Pmduce. Jhitlier he seemeth to 
keep aloof from any source of imitation, and purposely to 
remain ignorant of what mighty poets iiavo done in this 
kind before him ; for, being askeil if his father had ever 
been on Westminstcu* Bridge, he answered that lie did 
not know I 

It is hanl to diHCorn tlu^ oak in tlie acorn, or a temple 
like St Paul’s in the first stone whidi is laid j nor can I 
quite prefigure what dt^stination the genius of William 
Minor iiath to take. l:3omi^ few hints I have set down, 
to guide my future observations. He hath the ])ower of 
calculation, in no ordinary degriH) for a c^hit He eom- 
hineth ligurcs, after the fimt boggle, rapidly; as in the 
tricktrac.k board, where the hits arc iigured. At first he 
did m»t perceive that Ifi ami 7 made 22 ; hut by a little 
use li(‘ ctjuld combine 8 with 2h, and 33 again with 16, 
which uppnaicheth something in kind (far hd nu*, bo from 
flattering him by saying in degret‘) to that of the famous 
American lK»y. I am mamdimes inclin(*<l to think 1 
perct'ive tlie future satirist hi him, Ini* h<‘ hath a sub- 
sardoidf? smil(^ which hursteth out uptm occasion ; as 
wium he was asked if London were as big m AmhlcHide ; 
ami imieed m> other answer was given, or proptw to he 
given, to no ensnaring ami provoking a qiu'stion. in 
the contour i»f the skull, tundaiuly I tliscerii something 
patenuil But wludlier in all res|HM'tH tlu» future* man 
ihall transcend his father's fame, Time, the trier of 
Geniuses, must tloeide. P»e it prmiouneed peremptorily 
at prestu'it, that Willy is a W(dl •mannered child, and 
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though no great student, hath yet a lively eye for thinga 
that lie before him. 

Given in haste from my desk at Leadenhall 

Yours, and yours most sincerely, (J. La!\ib, 

To SAMUEL TAYLOK COLERIDGE, 

Lbttbe coxy.] Jwmanj 1 0, 1 820. 

Dear Coleridge — A letter written in the blood of ycjur 
poor friend would indeed be of a nature to startle you ; 
but this is nought but harmless rod ink, or, as the witty 
mercantile phrase hath it, clerk's blood. Hang 'em 1 
my brain, skin, flesh, bone, carcase, soul, time is all 
theirs. The Royal Exchange, Gresham’s Folly, hath mo 
body and spirit I admire some of Lloyd’s lines on you, 
and I admire your postponing reading them. Ho is a 
sad tattler; but this is under the rose. Twenty years 
ago he estranged one friend from me quite, whom I havti 
been regretting, but never could regain sin<;e. He almo.^t 
alienated you also from me, or me from you, I don’t kmAv 
which ; hut that breach is closed. The dreary ecja ” k 
filled up. He has lately been at work “ telling again,” 
as they call it, a most gratuitous piece of mlstdotf, and 
has caused a coolness betwixt me and (not a frimid 
exactly, but) an intimate acquaintance. I suspect also 
he saps Manning’s faith in me, who am to Manning more 
than an acquaintance. Still I like his writing verses 
about you. Will your kind host and hostess give us a 
dinner next Sunday ; and, better still, mt tx.prti m if 
the weather is very bad ? Why you should nifime twtmty 
guineas per sheet for Blackwood’s, or any other miifiuJnci, 
passes my poor comprehension. But, as Striip «ny«* 
“you know best.” I have no quarrel witli you iihiml 
prseprandial avocations; so don’t imagine one. Tliat 
Manchester sonnet I think very likely is Citpol Lofll’i, 
Another sonnet appeared with the same initiali in tlie 
same paper, which turned out to be Procter’s. What do 
the rascals mean? Am I to have the lathering of whiit 
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idle rhymes every beggarly poetaster pours forth ? Who 
put your marine sonnet, and about Browne, into Black- 
wood ? — I did not. So no more, till we meet. 

Ever yours, C. L. 

To Miss WORDSWOETH 

Letter CCXYL] {Thursday^ May 25, 1820.] 

Dear Miss W. — I have volunteered to reply to your 
note because of a mistake I am desirous of rectifying on 
the spot. There can be none to whom the last volume 
of W. W. has come more welcome than to me. I have 
traced the Duddon in thought and with repetition along 
the banks (alas !) of the Lea — (unpoetical name) : it is 
always flowing and murmuring in my ears. The story of 
Dion is divine— -the genius of Plato falling on him like 
moonlight— the finest thing ever expressed. 

Then there is Blidure and Kirkstone Pass — the last 
not new to me — and let me add one of the sweetest of 
all to me, Tfie Longest Day. Loving all these as much 
as I can love Poetry, new to me, what could I wish or 
desire or extravagantly desiderate in a new volume? 
That I did not write to W. W. was simply that he was 
to come so soon, and that flattens letters. 

I admired your averted looks on Saturday. You did 
not observe M. Burney’s averted look also? You might 
have been supposed two Antipathies, or quarrelled lovers. 
The fact was, M. B, had a black eye he was desirous of 
concealing — an artificial one I mean, not of nature’s 
making, but of art’s reflecting, for nobody quarrels with 
the black eyes the former gives — but it was curious to 
see you both ashamed of such Panegyrical objects as 
black eyes and white teeth have always been considered. 
. . . Mary is not here to see the stuff I write, else she 
would snatch the pen out of my hand and conclude with 
some sober kind messages. 

We sincerely wish your brother better. 

Yours, both of us kindly, 0. L. and M. L. 

V OL. II. D 
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To THOMAS ALLSOR 
Letter COXYIL] 

My dear Sir— If you can come next Sunday we shall 
he equally glad to see you, but do not^ trust to any (»f 
Martin’s appointments, except on business, in iuture. 
He is notoriously faithless in that point, and we did 
wrong not to have warned you. Leg of Lamb, as before, 
hot at 4. And the heart of Lamb ever. 

Yours truly, I-'- 


To SAMUEL TAYLOE OOLEEIDGE. 

Letter CCXVIII.] May 1, 1821. 

Dr. 0.— I will not fail you on Friday by six, and 
Mary, perhaps, earlier. I very much wish to meet 
Master Mathew, and am very much obliged to tlie 
Gillmans for the opportunity. Our kind respects to them 
always, Elia. 

To Mr. GILLMAN. 


Letter OOXIX.] Wednesday^ May 2, ’21. 

Dear Sir — ^Yoii dine so late on Friday, it will be 
impossible for us to go home by the eight o^clock stage. 
WiU you oblige me by securing us beds in some houKC 
from which a stage goes to the Bank in the morning f I 
would write to Coleridge, but cannot think of troubling 
a dying man with such a request. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


If the beds in the town are all engaged, in conseciuem^e 
of Mr. Mathews’s appearance, a hackney coach will gervo. 
We shall neither of us come much before the time. 


To JOHN PAYNE COLLIER 

[Kingsland MoWf JDaMml 

Letter CCXX.] ' May 16, 182L 

Dear J. P. 0. — Many thanks for the ** Decameron ’’ : 
I have not such a gentleman’s book in my collection : it 
was a great treat to me, and I got it just as I was 
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wanting something of the sort. I take less pleasure in 
books than heretofore, but I like books about books. 
In the second volume, in particular, are treasures — 
your discoveries about “ Twelfth Night,” etc. What a 
Shakspearian essence that speech of Osrades for food !— 
Shakspeare is coarse to it — beginning Forbear and eat 
no niora” Osrades warms up to that, but does not set 
out ruffian -swaggerer. The character of the Ass with 
those three lines, worthy to be set in gilt vellum, and 
worn in frontlets l)y the noble beasts for ever — 

*'Tl>ou would, perhaps, he should become thy foe, 

And to that end dost boat him many times : 

He cares not for himself, much less thy blow.*’ 

Cervantes, Stcirne, and Coleridge, have said positively 
nothing for aaaes compared with this. 

I write in haste ; but p. 24, vol. i., the line you 
cannot appropriate is Gray’s sonnet, specimenifyed by 
Wordsworth in first preface to L. B., as mixed of bad 
and good stylo : p. 143, 2nd vol., you will find last poem 
but one of the colle(‘iion on Sidney’s death in Spenser, 
the line, 

* ‘ Scipio, Cffisar, Petrarch of our time.*’ 

This fixes it to bo Raleigh’s : I had guess’d it to be 
Daniel’s, The last after it, “ Silence augmenteth rage,” 
I will bc^ criKuficd if it be not Lord Brooke’s. Hang you, 
and all meddling researchers, hereafter, that by raking into 
learned dual; may find mo out wrong in my conjecture ! 

Dear J. P. (1, I shall take the first opportunity of 
personally thanking you for my entertainment. We are 
at Dalston for the most part, but I fully hope for an 
evening soon with you in Russell or Bouvorio Street, to 
talk over old times and books. Remember m kindly to 
Mrs. J. P. 0. 

Yours very kindly, Charles Lamb. 

I write in misery. 

W.i?. — The best pen I could borrow at our butcher’s* 
the ink, I verily believe, came out of the kennel. 
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To J. TAYLOK. 


Letter CCXXL] 30, 1821. 

Dear Sir-— You will do me injustice if you do not 
convey to the writer of the beautiful lines, which I now 
return you, my sense of the extreme kindness which dic- 
tated them. Poor Elia (call him Ellia) does not pretend 
to so very clear revelations of a future state of being as 
Olen seems gifted with. He stumbles about dark 
mountains at best; but he knows at least how to be 
thankful for this life, and is too thankful indeed for certein 
relationships lent him here, not to tremble for a possible 
resumption of the gift. He is too apt to express hiunself 
lightly, and cannot be sorry for the present occasion, as 
as it has called forth a reproof so Christian-like. His 
animus at least (whatever become of it in the female 
termination) hath always been cum Christianu. 

Pray make my gratefullest respects to the Poet (do 1 
flatter myself when I hope it may be Montgomery ?) and 
say how happy I should feel myself in an acquaintance 
with him. I will just mention that in the middle of the 
second column, where I have affixed a cross, the line 

**Oiie in a skeleton’s ribb’d bollow cooped,” 
is undoubtedly wrong. Should it not be — 


or, 


“A skeleton’s rib or ribs ?” 

In a skeleton ribb’d, bollow-coop’d ?” 


I peifectlj- remember the plate in Quarles. In the first 
page esoteric is pronounced esdteric. It should bo (if 
that is the word) esoteric. The felse accent may bo 
corrected by omitting the word old. Pray, for certain 
reasons, give me to the 18th at furthest easbremUy for 
my next. 

Poor Euca, the real (for I am but a counterfeit), is 
dead. The fact is, a person of that name, an Italian, was 
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a fellow-clei'k of mine at the South Sea House, thirty 
(not forty) years ago, when the characters I described 
there existed, but had left it like myself many years ; 
and I having a brother now there, and doubting how he 
might relish certain descriptions in it, I clapt down the 
name of Elia to it, which passed off pretty well, for Elia 
himself added the function of an author to that of a 
scrivener, like myself. 

I went the other day (not having seen him for a year) 
to laugh over with him at my usurpation of his name, 
and found him, alas 1 no more than a name, for he died 
of consumption eleven months ago, and I knew not of it. 

So the name has fairly devolved to me, I think ; and 
'tis all he has left me. 

Dear sir, youiu truly, 0. Lamb. 

Messrs. Taylor k liessoy, Fleet Street, 
for J. Taylor, Kscp 


To 0. COWDEN CLARKE. 

Letter CCXX II.] [1821.] 

My dear Sir— Your letter has lain in a drawer of 
my desk, upbraiding me every time I open the said 
drawer, but it is almost impossible to answer such a 
letter in such a place, and I am out of the habit of reply- 
ing to epistles otherwhere than at office. You express 
yourself concerning Hunt like a true friend, and have 
made me feel that I have somehow neglected him, but 
without knowing very well how to rectify it. I live so 
remote from him— by Hackney— that he is almost out 
of the pale of visitation at Hampstead. And I come 
but seldom to Covt. Gardn. this summer time, and when 
I do, am sure to pay for the late hours and pleasant 
Novallo suppers which I iiujur. I also am an invalid. 
But I will hit upon some way, that you shall not have 
cause for your reproof in future. But do not think I 
take the hint unkindly. When I shall be brought low 
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by any sickness or untoward circumstance, write just 
suck a letter to some tardy friend of mine— or come up 
yourself witb your friendly Henshaw face— and that will 
be better. I shall not forget in haste our casual day at 
Margate. May we have many such there or els(3whera 1 
God bless you for your kindness to H., which I will 
remember. But do not show Novello this, for the llotit- 
ing infidel doth mock when Christians cry God blasB ua. 
Yours and Ms, too, and all our little circle’s most afTi‘.ct®. 

0. Lamb. 

Mary’s love included. 


To JOHN EIOKMAN. 

K I. IfaiiBe, 

Lettee OOXXIIL] Now7nhcr 20, 1821. 

Dear Eickman — The Poor Admiral’s death would 
have been a greater shock to me, but that I have been 
used to death lately. Poor Jim White’s departure last 
year first broke the spell. I had been so fortunate m 
to have lost no friend in that way for many long years, 
and began to think people did not die. But they have 
since gone off thickly. My brother’s death hiippenad 
when my sister was incapable of feeling it, but the know- 
ledge of it was communicated to her at the time, and 
she had not to receive it as a shock when she came l)ack 
to reason. I have reason to think this circumstarujc a 
great alleviation. She is now pertectly recovered after 
a very long illness, and pretty well resigned. We m\ 
come to town this day and shall be glad to receive a 
visit from you or to pay you one. 

M. 0. B. I have neither seen nor heard from for these 
two months. I hope your hopes will be justified in him. 
I am, dear E., yours faithfully, 0. Lamb. 
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Letter COXXIV.] March 9, 1822. 

Dear Colcridgo— It gives me great satisfaction to 
hear that the pig turned out so well : tliey are interesting 
creatures at a certain age. What a pity such buds should 
blow out into the maturity of rank bacon ! You had all 
some of the crackling and brain sauce. Did you remem- 
ber to mb it with butter, and gently dredge it a little, 
just before the crisis 1 jDid the eyes come away kindly 
with no (Edipean avulsion? Was the crackling the 
colour of the ripe pomegranate ? Had you no complement 
of boiled neck of mutton before it, to blunt the edge of 
dedicate desire ? Did you flesh maiden teeth in it ? Not 
that / sent the pig, or can form the remotest guess what 
part Owen couhl play in the business. I never knew him 
give anything away in my life. He would not begin 
with strangers. I suspect the pig, after all, was meant 
for me j but at the unliudcy juncture of time being absent, 
the present somehow went round to Highgate. To confess 
an honest truth, a pig is one of tiiose things which I 
could never think of sending away. Teal, widgeon, 
snipes, barn-door fowls, dmiks, geese— -your tame villatic 
things—Welsh mutton, collars of brawn, sturgeon, fresh 
or pickled, your |) 0 tted char, Swiss cheeses, Fremdi pies, 
early grapes, muBcadines, I im^iart as freely unto my 
friends as to myself. They are but self-extended ; but 
pardon me if I stop somewhere. Where the fine feeling 
of benovolonco giveth a higher smack than the sensual 
rarity, there my friends (or any good man) may command 
me ; but pigs are pigs, and I myself therein am nearest 
to myself. Nay, I should think it an affront, an under- 
valuing done to Nature who bestowed such a boon upon 
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me, if in a churlish mood I parted with the precious gift 
One of the bitterest pangs of remorse I ever felt was when 
a child— when my kind old aunt had strained her pocket- 
strings to bestow a sixpenny whole pluin-c.ako upon mo. 
In my way home through the Borough I met a venerable 
old man, not a mendicant, but thereabouts ; a iook-bc'ggar, 
not a verbal petitionist ; and in the coxcombry of taught 
charity I gave away the cake to him. I walked on a 
little in all the pride of an Evangelical peacock, when of 
a sudden my old aunt's kindness crossed me ; tho sum it 
was to her ; the pleasure she had a right to expetd* that 
I — not the old impostor— should take in eating her 
cake; the ingratitude by which, under the colour of a 
Christian virtue, I had frustrated her cherished purpose. 
I sobbed, wept, and took it to heart so grievously, that 
I think I never suffered the like ; and I was riglit. It 
was a piece of unfeeling hypocrisy, and it proved a 
lesson to me ever after. The cake has long lK*en 
masticated, consigned to the dunghill with the ashes of 
that unseasonable pauper. 

But when Providence, who is better to us all than our 
aunts, gives me a pig, remembering my temptation and 
my fall, I shall endeavour to act towards it more in the 
spirit of the donor's purpose. 

Yours (short of pig) to command in everything. 

0. L. 
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To WILLIAM WOEDSWORTH. 

Letter CCXXV.] March 20, 1822. 

My dear Wordsworth — A letter from you is very 
grateful ; I have not seen a Kendal |)ostmark so long ! 
We are pretty well, save colds and rheumatics, and a 
certain deadness to everything, which I think I may date 
from poor John’s loss, and another accident or two at the 
same time, that have made me almost bury myself at 
Dalston, where yet I see more faces than I could wish. 
Deaths overset one, and put one out long after the recent 
grief. Two or three have died within the last two twelve- 
months, and so many parts of me have been numbed. 
One sees a picture, reads an anecdote, starts a casual 
fancy, and thinks to tell of it to this person in preference 
to every other : the person is gone whom it would have 
peculiarly suited. It won’t do for anotlier. Every 
departure destroys a class of sympathies. There’s Captain 
Burney gone 1 What fun has whist now '1 What matters 
it what you lead, if you can no longer fancy him looking 
over you 1 One never hears anything, but the image of 
the particular person occurs with whom alone almost you 
would care to share the intelligence. Thus one distributes 
oneself about ; and now for so many parts of me I have 
lost the market. Common natures do not suffice me. 
Good people, as they are called, won’t serve. I want 
individuals. I am made up of queer points, and I want 
so many answering needles. The going away of friends 
does not make the remainder more precious. It takes so 
much from them as there wm a common link. A. B. 
and C. make a party. A. dies. B. not only loses A. ; 
but all A.’s part in 0. 0. loses A.’8 part in B., and so 

the alphabet sickens by subtraction of interchangeables. 
I express myself muddily, m^pite dolmte. 1 have a 
dulling cold. My theory is to enjoy life, but my practice 
is against it. I grow ominously tired of official confine- 
ment. Thirty years have I served the Philistines, and 
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my neck is not subdued to the yoke. You don’t know 
how wearisome it is to breathe the air of four pent walls 
without relief, day after day, all the golden hours of the 
day between ten and four, without ease or interposition. 
Tcedet me harum guotidianarum formarum, these pesti- 
lential clerk-faces always in one’s dish. Oli for a few years 
between the grave and the desk ! — they are the same, 
save that at the latter you are the outside machine. The 
foul enchanter — (“letters four do form his namo”- 
Busirane is his name in hell), that has curtailed you of 
some domestic comforts, hath laid a heavier hand on mo, 
not in present infliction, but in taking away the hope of 
enfranchisement. I dare not whisper to myself a ptmsion 
on this side of absolute incapacitation and infirmity, till 
years have sucked me dry ; — Otium mm indignitate, I 
had thought in a green old age (Oh green thought !) to 
have retired to Ponder’s End (emblematic name, how 
beautiful !), in the Ware Eoad, there to have imuio up my 
accounts with Heaven and the company, toddling about 
between it and Cheshunt; anon stretching, on some 
fine Izaak Walton morning, to Hoddesdon or Amw(dl, 
careless as a beggar; but walking, walking ever till I 
fairly walked myself oif my legs, dying walking 1 The 
hope is gone. I sit like Philomel all day (but not sing- 
ing), with my breast against this thorn of a desk, with 
the only hope that some pulmonary affliction may relieve 
me. Vide Lord Palmerston’s report of the clerks in th<^ 
War Office (Debates in this morning’s Times)^ by which 
it appears, in twenty years as many clerks have been 
coughed and catarrhed out of it into their freer graves. 
Thank you for asking about the pictures. Milton hangs 
over my fire-side in Covent Garden (when I am there), 
the rest have been sold for an old song, wanting the 
eloquent tongue that should have set them off! You 
have gratified me with liking my meeting with Dmld, 
For the Malvolio story— the thing is become in verity a 
sad task, and I eke it out with anything, If I could 
slip out of it I should be happy, but our chief-reputod 
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aBsistants have forsaken us. The Opium-Eater crossed 
us once with a dazzling path, and hath as suddenly left 
us darkling; and, in short, I shall go on from dull to 
worse, because I cannot resist the booksellers' importunity 
—the old plea you know of authors, but I believe on my 
part sincere. Hartley I do not so often see ; but I never 
see him in unwelcome hour. I thoroughly love and 
honour him. I send you a frozen epistle, but it is Winter 
and dead time of the year with me. May heaven 
keep something like Spring and Summer up with you, 
strengthen your eyes, and make mine a little lighter to 
encounter with them, as I hope they shall yet and again, 
before all are closed. 

Yours, with every kind remembrance. 0. L. 

I had almost forgot to say, I think you thoroughly 
right about presentation copies. I should like to see 
you print a book I should grudge to purchase for its size. 
Hatig me, but I would have it, though ! 

To WILLIAM GODWIN. 

Lettku GOXXVL] Itidia Ilouse^ April 13, 1822. 

Dear Godwin—I cannot imagine how you, who never 
in your writings have expressed yourself disrespectfully of 
any one but your Maker, can have given offence to Rickman. 

I have written to the Numberer of the People to ask 
wlum it will be convenient to him to be at home to Mr. 
Booth. I think it probable he may be out of town in 
the Parliamentary recess, but doubt not of a speedy 
answer. Pray return my recognition to Mr. Booth, 
from whose excellent Tables of Interest I daily receive 
inexpressible official facilities. 

Yours ever, C. Lamb. 

Lktoee coxxvn.] May 16, 1822. 

Dear Godwin -I sincerely feel for all your trouble. 
Pray use the enclosed X50, and pay me when you (san. 
I shall make it my business to see you very shortly. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 
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To JOHN CLARE. 

Lettee CCXXVIIL] India Home, Augmt Bl, 1822. 

Dear Clare— I thank you heartily for your present. 
I am an inveterate old Londoner, but while I am amon^ 
your choice collections I seem to be native to them and 
free of the country. The quality of your obs(‘rvation has 
astonished me. What have most pleased me have been 
“ Recollections after a Ramble, ” and those ** Grotigar 
Hill ” kind of pieces in eight syllable lines, my favourite 
measure, such as “Cooper Hill” and “Solitude.” In 
some of your story-telling Ballads the provincial phrases 
sometimes startle me. I think you are too profuse with 
them. In poetry slang of every kind is to be avoided. 
There is a rustic Cockneyism, as little pleasing as ours 
of London. Transplant Arcadia to Helpstone. The 
true rustic style I think is to be found in Shenstone. 
Would his “Schoolmistress,” the prettiest of poems, 
have been better if he had used quite the Goody own 
language? Now and then a home rusticism is fresh and 
startling j but when nothing is gained in expression, it is 
out of tenor. It may make folks smile and stare \ but 
the ungenial coalition of barbarous with refined phrases 
will prevent you in the end from being so generally tasted, 
as you desire to be. Excuse my freedom, and take tlm 
same liberty with my puns, 

I send you two little volumes of my spare hours. 
They are of all sorts : there is a Methodist hymn for 
Sundays and a farce for Saturday night. I^rny give 
them a place on your shelf. Pray accept a little volume, 
of which I have a duplicate, that I may return in equal 
number to your welcome presents. I think I am 
indebted to you for a sonnet in the Lmdm for 
August? 

Since I saw you I have been in Prance, and have 
eaten frogs. The nicest little rabbity things you ever 
tasted. Do look about for them. Make Mrs. Clare pick 
off the hind quarters, boil them plain, with parsley and 
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butter. The fore quarters are not so good. She may 
let them hop off by themselves. 

Yours sincerely, Ohas. Lamb. 

To BEBNARD BARTON. 

Iridicb £[ous6j 

LnrrEii COXXIX.] September 11, 1822. 

Dear Sir— You have misapprehended me sadly, if you 
suppose that I meant to impute any inconsistency in your 
writing poetry with your religious profession. I do not 
remember what I said, but it was spoken sportively, I am 
sure— one of my levities, which you are not so used to as 
my older friends. I probably was thinking of the light 
in which your so indulging yourself would appear to 
Quakers, and |)ut their objection in my own foolish 
mouth. I would eat my words (provided they should be 
written on not very coarse paper) rather than I would throw 
cold water upon your, and my once, harmless occupation. 

I have read ** Napoleon” and the rest with delight. 
I like them for what they are, and for what they are 
not. I have sickened on the modern rhodomontade and 
Byrouism, and your plain Quakerish beauty has captivated 
me. It is all wholesome cates ; ay, and toothsome too 3 
and withal Quakerish. If I were George Fox, and George 
Fox licensor of the press, they should have my absolute 
mprimatur, I hope I have removed the impression. 

I am, like you, a prisoner to the desk. I have been 
chained to that galley thirty years, — a long shot. I have 
almost grown to the wood. If no imaginative poet, I am 
sure I am a figurative one. Do “ Friends ” allow puns ? 
verbal equivocations 1 They are unjustly accused of it 3 
and I did my little best in the Irnperfect Sympathies ” 
to vindicate them. I am very tired of clerking it, but 
have no remedy. Did you see a Sonnet to this purpose 
in the Examiner ? — 

** W?w first invented work, and bound tb© fV@© 

And holy-day riijolclng spirit down 
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To the ever-haimtiug importunity 
Of business, in the green lields and the town, 

To plough, loom, anvil, spade ; and oh, most sad, 

To that dry drudgery at the desk’s deatl wood ? 

Who but the being unblest, alien from good, 
Sabbathless Satan 1 he who his unglad 
Task ever plies, 'mid rotatory burnings, 

That round and round incalculably reel ; 

For wrath Divine hath made him like a wheel 
In that red realm from which are no retnruinga ; 
Where, toiling and turmoiling, ever and aye, 

He and his thoughts keep pensive worky-day.” 

I fancy the sentiment exprest above will bo lumrly 
your own. The expression of it probably would not so 
well suit with a follower of John Woolinan. But I do 
not know whether diabolism is a part of your creed, or 
where indeed to find an exposition of your creed at all 
In feelings and matters not dogmatical, I hope I am half 
a Quaker. Believe me, with great respect, yours, 

0. Lamb. 

I shall always be happy to see or hoar from you. 

To Mrs. KENNEY. 

Letter CCXXX] Lovdoriy September 11, 1822. 

Dear Mrs. K. — Mary got home safe on Friday night. 
She has suffered only a common fatigue, but fw she is 
weakly, begs me to thank you in both our names for all 
the trouble she has been to you. She did not succoad in 
saving Robinson’s fine waistcoat. They could not com- 
prehend how a waistcoat, marked Henry Robinson, could 
be a part of Miss Lamb’s wearing apparel Bo tlioy 
seized it for the king, who will probably appear in it at 
the next levee. Next to yourself, our best thauki to If, 
Payne. I was disappointed he came not with her. Tall 
Kenney the Cow has got out, by composition, paying so 
much in the pound. The canary bird oontinuci liar 
sleep-persuading strains. Pray say to Ellen that I think 
the verses very pretty which she slipt into my pocket on 
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the last day of my being at Versailles. The stanzas on 
Ambition are fine, allowing for the age of the writer. 
The thought that the present King of Spain whom I 
8iip|)osc she means by the “ brown monarch,’^ sitting in 
state a.mong his grandees, is like 

“ A sparrow lonely on tlie house’s top,” 
is perhaps a little forced. The next line is better, 

“ Too high to stoop, though not afraid to drop.” 

Pray deliver what follows to my dear wife Sophy. 

My dear Sophy ^ — The hiw short days of connubial 
felicity which I passed with you among the pears and 
apricots of Vtn'BailleB were some of the happiest of my 
life. But they are flown 1 

And your other half— your dear co-twin— that she-you 
—that almost (upial sharer of my alfections : you and 
she are my better half, a quarter a-piece. She and 
you are my pretty sixpeuco— you the head, and she the 
tail. Sur(s Heaven that made you so alike must pardon 
the error of an incouHiderate moment, should I for love 
of you, love her too well Do you think laws were made 
for lovers 1 I think not. 

Adieu, amiable Pair, Yours and yours 0. Lamb. 
l enclose half a dear kiss a-piece for you. 


To Me. BAERON FIELD. 

Lmrrmx OOXXXL] S&pkmber 22, 1822. 

My dear F.— I scribbhj htistily at office. Frank wants 
my letter prt^autly. I and sister are just returned from 
Paris ! I Wo have eaten frogs. It Im been such a 
treat I You know our monotonous tenor. Frogs are the 
nicest little dedicate things— rabbity-flavoured. Ima^ne 
a Lilliputian rabbit ! They fricassee them ; but in my 
mind, drest soethed, plain, with parsley and butter, would 
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have heen the decision of Apicius. Paris is a glorious 
pictiires(j^ue old city. London looks mean and new to it, 
as the town of Washington would, seen after it But 
they have no St. PauFs, or Westminster xibbey. The 
Seine, so much despised by Cockneys, is exactly the size 
to run through a magnificent street ; palaces a mile long 
on one side, lofty Edinbro' stone (0 the glorious antiques !) 
houses on the other. The Thames disunites London and 
Southwark. I had Talma to supper with me. He has 
picked up, as I believe, an authentic portrait of Shaka-» 
peare. He paid a broker about MO English for it. It 
is painted on the one half of a pair of bellows,-— -a lovely 
picture, corresponding with the folio head. The bellows 
has old carved wings round it, and round the visnoniy is 
inscribed, as near as I remember, not divided into rhyme 
— I found out the rhyme — 

“ Whom have we here, 

Stuck on the hellowa, 

But the Prince of good fellows, 

Willy Shakspeare ?” 

At top — 

** 0 base and coward luck 
To be here stuck I” — Poms. 

At bottom — 

“Nay 1 rather a glorious lot is to him assign'd, 

Who, like the Almighty, rides \ipon the wind.^* 

PisTon 

This is all in old carved wooden letters. The counte- 
nance smiling, sweet, and intellectual beyond measure, 
even as he was immeasurable. It may be a forgery* 
They laugh at me and tell me Ireland is in Paris, anti 
has heen putting off a portrait of the Black Prince. How 
far old wood may be imitated I cannot say. Ireland wm 
not found out by his parchments, but by hie poetry. I 
am confident no painter on either side the Ohannel could 
have painted anj^hing near like the face I saw. Again, 
would such a painter and forger have taken £40 for a 
thing, if authentic, worth £4000 1 Talma is not in the 
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secret, for he haxi not even found out the rhymes in the 
first inscription. lie is coming over with it, and, my 
life to Southey’s Thalaba, it will gain universal faith. 

The letter is wanted, and I am wanted. Imagine the 
blank filled up wdtli all kind things. 

Our joint liearty remembrances to both of you. 

Yours, m ever, 0. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

East India Rouse, 

Letter CCXXXII.l October 9, 1822. 

Dear Sir -I am ashamed not sooner to have acknow- 
ledged your letter and poimi. I think the latter very 
tomptnutt^, very serious, and very ae^iBonablo. I do not 
tliink it will eonveu’t the club at Pisa, neither do I think 
it will satisfy the bigots on our side the water. Some- 
thing like a parody on tho song of Ariel would please 
them better : — 

** Full fathom five tho Athoist li©8, 

Of hin bouos aro holl-<lico made." 

I want time, or fan(% to fill ui) tho rest. I sincerely 
sympathise witli you on your doleful eonfmement. Of 
time, healtli, and riches, the first in order is not last in 
exccillence. RicdiCH are chiefiy good because they give us 
Time. What a wtnght of wearisome prison hours have I 
to look back and forward to, as quite cut out of life ! and 
the sting of the tiling is, that for six hours every day I 
have no businc'Hs whiidi I could not contract into two, if 
they would let me work task-work. I shall be glad to 
hear that your gritwauce is mitigated. Bhelley I saw 
once. II is voice was the most obnoxious S(|uc5alc I ever 
was tormented with, ten thousand times worse than the 
Laureate's, wliose voi<;e is the worst part about him, 
except his Laureate.Hhip. I.rord Byrou opens upon him on 
Monday in a parody ( I supiMise) of the Vuim of Judg- 
mmdi in which latter the Poet I think did not much show 
vou II, K 
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hi$. To award his Heaven and his Hell in the pre* 
sumptuous manner he has done, was a piece of immodesty 
as bad as Shelleyism. 

I am returning a poor letter. I was formerly a great 
scribbler in that way, but my hand is out of order. If 
I said my head too, I should not be very much out, but 
I will teU no tales of myself ; I will therefore end (aftt^r 
my best thanks, with a hope to see you again some time? 
in London), begging you to accept this letterct fbr a 
letter— a leveret makes a better present than a grown 
hare, and short troubles (as the old excuse goes) are best, 

I hear that Lloyd is well, and has returned to his 
family. I think this will give you pleasure to hear. 

I remain, dear sir, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


To B. R. HAYDON. 

Lbttee CCXXXIII.] India J[Tous3f October 1322. 

Dear Haydon — Poor Godwin hm been turned otit of 
his house and business in Skinner Street, and if he does 
not pay two years’ arrears of rent, he will have the whole 
stock, furniture, etc., of his new house (in the Strand) 
seked when term begins. We are trying to raise a 8ub» 
sciiption for him. My object in writing this is simply 
to ^k you, if this is a kind of case which would be likely 
to interest Mrs. Ooutts in his behalf, and wfc, in your 
opinion, is the best person to speak with her on his 
behaE Without the aid of from £300 to £400 by tliat 
time, early in November, he will be ruined. You are 
the only person I can think of, of his acquaintance, and 
cm perhaps, if not yourself, recommend the person most 
hkely to iMuence her. Shelley had engaged to clear 
tom of all demands, and he has gone down to the deen 
insolvent. 

O.Lamb. 

Is Sir Walter to he applied to, and by what channel 1 
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EmTBii COX XXIV.] Tuesday [October 29 , 1 822 ]. 

Dear H.— I have written a very respectful letter to 
Sir W, S. Godwin did not write, because he leaves all 
to his Committee, as I will explain to you. If this 
rascally weather holds you will sec but one of us on that 
day. 

Yours, with many tluudcs, Charles Lamb. 


To JOHN HOWARD PAYNE. 

I/ErrKU CO X XX V. ] Tkurmiaijj Js\mmiher 1 822 . 

“Ali Faclia'' will do. I sent my sister the first 
night, not having been able to go myself, and her report 
of its eflect mm most favounible. I saw it last night — 
the third night •—and it was most satisfiictorily received. 
I have betai sadly disapiminted in Talfounl, who does the 
critiques in tln^ Times,” and who promised his strenuous 
services ; but by some djunidd arrangement ha was sent 
to the wrong house, and a mo.it iniquitous account of 
** Ali ” substituted for his, which I am sure would have 
been a kind one. The ** Morning Herald ” did it ample 
juBtitje, without a|)pt'aring to pulf it. It is an abominable 
misreprmentation of the “Times,” that Farren played 
Ali like lA>rd Ogilby. Ho acikul infiraiity of Ixaiy, but 
not of voice or pur|K>se. Uis manner was even grand. 
A grand old gentleman. His falling to the eartli when 
his son's death wm announee(l was fine m anything 1 
ever saw. It was as If he had becsn blasted. Miss Foote 
looked helpless am! lH*autiful, and greatly ludped the 
piece. It is going on sttimilly, 1 am sure, for many 
niyMi, Marry, I was a little disappointed with Hassan, 
who tells U8 he RulMistn by cracking court jests before 
Hidi ; but he made nom*. In all the rest, scenery and 
machinery, it wiw faultbm I ho|Hi it will bring you 
here, I slmuld be mcMt glad of tlmt 1 have a room 
for you, and you shall order your own dinner three days 
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in the week. I must retain my own authority for the 
rest. As far as magazines go, I can answer for Talfouixi 
in the “ ISTew Monthly.^' He cannot be put out there. 
But it is established as a favourite, and can do without 
these expletives. I long to talk over with you the 
Shakspeare Picture. My doubts of its being a forgc^ry 
mainly rest upon the goodness of the picture. Tlie 
bellows might be trumped up, but where did the painter 
spring from ? Is Ireland a consummate artist -or any of 
Ireland’s accomplices'? — but we shall confer upon it, 1 
hope. The “ New Times,” I understand wm favourable to 
“ Ali,” but I have not seen it. I am sensible of the want 
of method in this letter, but I have been deprived of tiie 
connecting organ by a practice I have fallen into since I 
left Paris, of taking too much strong spirits of a nigiit. 
I must return to the Hotel de TEurope and Macon. 

How is Kenney '1 Have you seen my friend White 1 
What is Poole about, etc. 1 Do not write, but come and 
answer me. 

The weather is charming, and there is a mermai<l to 
be seen in London. You may not have the opportunity 
of inspecting such a Pomarde once again in ten centurioi. 

My sister joins me in the hope of seeing you. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


Lutter OOXXXYL] Wednesday ^ 13, '22. 

Dear P. — Owing to the inconvenienca of having two 
lodgings, I did not get your letter quite so soon m I 
should. The India House is my proper address, where 
I am sure for the fore part of every day. The imt&nt I 
got it, I addressed a letter, for Kemble to see, to my 
friend Henry Robertson, the Treasurer of Oovant Garden 
Theatre, He had a conference with Kemble, and the 
result k, that Robertson, in the name of the management, 
recognised to me the fuU ratifying of your bargain : £260 
for Ali, the “ Slaves,” and another piece which they had 
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not received. Ho assures me the whole will he paid you, 
or the proportion for the two former, as soon m ever the 
Trc^isiiry will permit it. He offered to write the same 
to you, if I pleased. He thinks in a month or so they 
will be iible to litpiidate it He is positive no trick 
could be meant you, as Mr. Planch^’s alterations, which 
were trifling, were not at all considered as affee.ting your 
bargain. "^Ith respect to the (‘.ojjyright of ‘‘Ali,” ho 
wm of opinion no nmwy would be given for it, m Ali ” 
is quite laid aside. This explanation iHung given, you 
would not think of printing the two co|)ie8 together by 
way of recrimination. He told me tlio secret of the two 
<< Galley Slaves” at Drury Lane. Elliston, if ho is 
infornunl right, engaged Ptade to translate it, but before 
Poolers translation arrivtul, finding it coming out at Gov, 
Gar., ha procured copies of two several translations of 
it in Loudon. So you see here an^ four translations, 
reckoning yours. I ftnir no c«»pyright would lie got for 
it, for an}dH>dy may print it ami anylKsly h?ia. Yours 
has run seven nights, and E. in of opinion it will not 
exceed in numl>er of nights the niglits of Ali ’ — about 
thirteen. But your fidl right to your Iwirgmn with the 
management is in tlui fnlh^st manner recognised by him 
oflicially. He gave me eviny hope the money will be 
spared as ftCK)n as tlmy mm Sparta it. He said a numth or 
titm^ but seemied to me. tf) mean aknit a month, A new 
huly Is coming cmt in Juliet, to whom tiny look very 
confltleiitly for replenishing their treasury, liobertaon is 
a very gcHMl fel!i>w and I tawi rely u|M:m his statement 
Shoulcl you have any more pieces, and want to get a 
copyright for tliem, f am the wowt |Kirson to negotiate 
with any Iwsikstdle.r, having Isam ebeattul ly all 1 have 
had to do with (t^xeapt Taylor and Hessey,'-but they do 
not publish theatrical pieces), and 1 know not how to go 
abtmt It, or who to apply to. But if you hatl no better 
negotiator! f slnndtl know the minimum you exiieet, for 
I should not like to make a bargidn out of my own head, 
Wng (after the Duke c»f Wellingtem) tlm worst of idl 
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negotiators. I find fi:om Bobertson you bare written to 
Bishop on the subject. Have you named anything of 
the copyright of the “ Slaves” B. thinks no publislier 
would pay for it, and you would not risk it on your 
own account. This is a mere business letter, so I will 
just send my love to my little wife at VerHailies, to In^r 
dear mother, etc. 

Believe me, yours truly, G JL 


To J. TAYLOR. 

Letter CCXXXVIL] Dmmb&r 7, X821 

Dear Sir — should like the enclosed Dedication to ha 
printed, unless you dislike it. I like it. It is in the 
olden style. But if you object to it, put forth the Imok 
as it is ; only pray don't let the printer mistake the won! 
curt for curst. (J, L. 


DEDICATION. 

TO THE ERIEKDLY AND JUBIOIOUS EEABBR, 

who will take these Papers, as they were meant ; not 
imderstanding everything perversely in its absolute and 
literal sense, but giving fair construction, as to an 
after-dinner conversation ; allowing for the rashness and 
necessary incompleteness of first thoughts; and not 
remembering, for the purpose of an after taunt, words 
spoken peradventure after the fourth glaaa, the Author 
wkhes (what he would will for himself) plenty of good 
friends to stand by him, good books to solace him, 
prosperous events to all his honest imdertakings, and a 
candid interpretation to his most hasty words and actions. 
The other sort (and he hopes many of them will purchase 
his book too) he greets with the curt invitation of Timon, 
‘^Uncover, dogs, and lap :« or he dismisEm them with 
the confident security of the philosopher,-™-** you beat 
but on the case of Eha.” On better consideration, pray 



TO WILSON. 


55 


omit that Dedicatioiu Tho Essays want no Preface : they 
are all Preface, A Preface is nothing but a talk with 
the reader ; and they do nothing else. Pray omit it. 

There will be a sort of Preface in the next Magazine, 
which may act as an advertisement, but not proper for 
the volume. 

Let Ktjii cmiK'. forth bare as lie wiis born. 

0. L. 

Measrs. Taylor and llossoy, 

lJookH«lloi*8, Moot Struct. 

No Preface. 


To Mu. WALTER WILSON. 

LriTRR CCXXX VHL] K, /. //:, Deccmher IS, 1822. 

Dear Wilson— I wi^ going to call you. 
You must have thought mo negligent in not answering 
your letter sooner. But I have a habit of never writing 
letters but at the ofllce j ’tis so much time cribbed out 
of the Company ; and I am just got out of the thick of 
a tea-sale, in whic.li most of the entry of notes, deposits, 
eta, usually falls to my sliare, 

I have nothing of l)e Foe’s but two or three novels 
and the *M1iigue Mistory.” 1 can give you no informa- 
tion about him. As a slight general character of what I 
remember of them (fc^r I liave not looked into them 
latterly), I wouhl say that in the ap|)oarance of truths in 
fdl the incidents and eonvei^ations that occur in them, 
tlmy exceed any w<irkft of fiction I am acquainted with. 
It is |a)rfect illusion. The atdhjor never appears in these 
solLnarriitives (for so they ought to be called, or rather 
autobiographies), but the imrrator chains uh down to an 
implicit Imlief in everything he says. Tliere is all the 
minute detail of a log-book in it. Dates are painfully 
pressad upon the memory. Facts are repeated over and 
over in varying phiwm, till you ciuanot choose but believe 
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them. It is like reading evidence in a court of 

justice. So anxious the story-teller seems tliat the truth 
should he clearly comprehended, that when he has told 
us a matter of fact or a motive, in a line or two farther 
down he repeats it, with his favourite figure of 8|mcH;h, 
“I say,” so and so, though he had made it abundantly 
plain before. This is in imitation of the conunon |HK)jde*8 
way of speaking, or rather of the way in which tlu‘y are 
addressed by a master or mistress, who wishes to impress 
something upon their memories, and has a wonderful 
effect upon matter-of-fact readers. Indeed it is to such 
princip^y that he writes. His style is everywhere 
beautiful, but plain and k/mly, Robinson (‘rusoe is 
delightful to all ranks and classes, but it is easy to stui 
that it is written in phraseology peculiarly atlajitcnl to 
the lower conditions of readers ; hence it is an ^^special 
favourite with seafaring men, poor boys, servant-maids, 
etc. His novels are capital kitchen-reading, while they 
are worthy, from their deep interest, to find a shelf in 
the libraries of the wealthiest and the most learned. H is 
passion for 7mUer-of-feu:t narraiive sometimc'S betraycHl 
Mm into a long relation of common incidante, whic.h 
might happen to any man, and have no interast but the 
intense appearance of truth in them, to recommend them. 
The whole latter half or two-thirds of “Oolcmel Jai?k*^ 
is of this description. The beginning of Oolonal Jack ” 
is the most affecting natural picture of a young tliiaf that 
was ever drawn. His losing the stolen moiujy in tlia 
hollow of a tree, and finding it again when he was In 
despair, and then being in equal distress at not knowing 
how to dispose of it, and several similar touches in the 
early history of the Oolonel, evince a deep knowledge of 
human nature ; and putting out of question the suimrior 
romojntk interest of the latter, in my mind very much 
exceed Crusoe. ^‘Roxana” (first edition) Is the next in 
interest, though he left out the best pi,rt of it in sulisi- 
quent editions from a fooHsh hypercriticism of his friend 
Southenie. But «MoU Flanders,” the Account of the 
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Plaguo,” etc., are all of one family, and have the same 
stamp of character. 

Believe me, with friendly recollections, Brother (as I 
used to call you), yours, 0. Lamb. 

To BERNARD BARTON. 

LF/rrBE OCXXXIX.] Becemler 28, 1822. 

Dear Sir— I have been so distracted with business 
and one tiling or other, I have not had a quiet quarter 
of an hour for epistolary purposes. Christinas, too, is 
come, which always puts a rattle into iny morning skull. 
It is a visiting, umpiiet, lunpiakorish season. I get 
more and more in love with solitude, and proportionately 
hampered with company, I hope you have some holidays 
at this period. I have one day— Christmas Day ; alas i 
too few to commemorate the «<*ason. All work and no 
play dulls mti. Company is not play, but many times 
hanl work. To |>lay, is for a man to do what ho pleases, 
or to do nothing— to go about soothing his particular 
fancies. I have lived to a time of lift^ to have outlived 
the good hours, the nine o’clock suppers, with a bright 
hour or two to clear up in afterwards. Now you cannot 
get tea Imfore that lemr, and then sit gaping, music- 
bothere<I perhaps, till half-past twelve brings up the 
tray ; and what you ste.al of convivial enjoyment after, is 
heavily paitl for in the dimiuiet of tomorrow’s head. 

I am pli‘ased with your liking John W<mdml^ and 
amused with your knowledge of our drama being confined 
to Bhaks|>f»are and Miss Baillie. What a world of fine 
territory between Land’s End and Johnny Groat’s have 
you missed tmversing I 1 could almost envy you to have 
so much to raatl I feel as if I had read till the books I 
want to reatl. 0 to forget Fielding, Steele, etc., and 
read ’em new I 

Can you tel! tm a likely place where I could pick up, 
cheap, Fox’s journal f There are no Quaker circulating 
Mbrarimf Elwmal, t<K>, I must have. I rather grudge 
that Soutlnty haa taken up the history of your people : 
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I am afraid he will put in some levity. I am afraid I 
am not quite exempt from that fault in certain niiigaxine 
articles, where I have introduced mention of them. 
Were they to do again, I would reform them. Why 
should not you write a poetical account of your old 
worthies, deducing them from Fox to Woolman ? l>ut 1 
remember you did talk of something in that kind, as a 
counterpart to the ** Ecclesiastical Skotchoa.*^ iiut would 
not a poem be more consecutive than a string of sonnets ? 
You have no martyrs quite to fire, I think, amt>ng 
you j but plenty of heroic confessors, spirit-martyrs, lamb* 
lions. Think of it ; it would be l^etter than a 8c?rit« of 
sonnets on ‘‘Eminent Bankers.” I like a hit at tnir way 
of life, though it does well for me, better than anything 
short of all one^s time to oneh self; for which alone 1 
rankle with envy at the rich. Books are good, and 
pictures are good, and money to buy them therefore good ; 
but to buy time ! in other words, life 1 

The “compliments of the time” to you shouhl end 
my letter; to a Friend, I suppose, I must say the 
“ sincerity of the season ” ; I hope they l>oth mean the 
same. With excuses for this hastily-penned note, believe 
me, with great respect, (J. Lamb. 

To Miss WOBD8WORTH. 

Lbttie OCXL.] 

Mary perfectly approves of the appropriation of the 
feathers, and wishes them peacock's for your fair nieeifs 
sake. 

Ohrwtwm 1822 . 

Dear Miss Wordsworth—I had just written the ak>ve 
endearing words when Monkhouse tapped me on thi^ 
shoulder with an invitation to cold goose pie, wliich I 
was not bird of that sort enough to decline. Mrs. M--— 

I am most happy to say, is better. Mary has been tor^ 
ment^ with rheumatism, which is leaving her. I am 
suffering from the festivities of the season. I wonder 
how my misused carcass holds it out. I Mve played the 



TO MIHB WOHOHWOKTH. 


59 


experimental plnloHtjpher cm it, that's certain. Willy 
fihall Ix^ welcome te a mince-] ne, uml a bout at commerce 
wheiuwuir ha comc's. lie wms in cnir aye. 1 atn 
you liked my new year's speculationB : everylHuly likes 
them, excc‘pt the author of the /*U<tsare$ of Ifopv, Dis- 
appeintment attcmd liim ! How I like to lie liked, and 
wkii / do to bi^ likcui ! They flatter me in magazinen, 
new’spajitn'H, and all the minor reviews ; the Quartcuiies 
hold aloof, flut tliay must come into it in time, or 
their leaves ha waste pa|>ar. Balutc^ Triiiity Libriwy in 
my name. Two HjHudal thin^cs am w^orth secnrig at Cam- 
bridge, a portrait of Cromwell, at Hyduey, and a better 
of JDr. Harvey (who found out that blood was red), at 
Dr. Davy’s; you slnmhl mm thotn, (kderidge is pretty 
well. I have not seen him, but hear often of him from 
.illsop, who icnda me hares and phejoiants tmm a week ; 
r can hardly take m> fast as he gives. I Imve almost 
forgotten buteluT's meat, as plebeian. Are you not gliui 
the cold is gonal I find VVinter.^ not so agreeable as 
they used to Im^ ** when VVinti'r bh»ak had charms for me.” 
I cannot injure up ii kind similitude for thorns snowy 
flak«. Is^t them keep to twelfth cakes ! 

Mm. Paris, our Cambritlge friend, 1ms 1mm in town. 
You do not know the Watfimds in Trtunpington Htrtiet. 
They are capital jssiplin Ask anybidy ytm mmi wlm is 
the biggest woman in Cambridge, and 111 ludd you a 
wiiger they'll say Mi^. Hmith. Hiie broke down two 
benchei in Trinity gardens, one on the cinifmtm of Ht. 
John’s, which ts’ciwioneil a litigafion Iwtween the iSoeietkis 
m to reptiirlng it. In warm weatlnw she retires into tut 
iea-ecllar {literally !) iind ilates the ridurns of tliii yours 
from II liot TliurMlay some twenty yt'itrs back. Bhe sits 
in a rtXHti with o}>|H.mit« dtmrs and windcnva, U> let in a 
thorough (iriiuglit, whhdi gives her fdimdiTer friends 
tc^th-rndm Bliti k to ki s«am in the miirket every 
morning, at Urn, c!iim|muing fowls, which 1 olaerve the 
Cambridge lamlterem are not sutfleiimtiy tarifii! to ntuiiip. 

Having now luiiwerwtl lui^t t»f the iMiiiiti eontiiincd 
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in your letter, let me end with asBviring you of our very 
best Mildness, and excuse Mary from not handling the 
pen on this occasion, especially ns it has fnlltm into so 
much better hands 1 Will Dr. W. accept of my rcHfHM'tH 
at the end of a foolish letter 1 ll L. 


To DIBDIN, Esa. 


LettebCOXLI.] W22. 

It is hard when a gentleman cannot remain concealed, 
who affecteth obscurity with greater avidity than most 
do seek to have their good deeds brought to light —to 
have a prying inquisitive finger (to the danger of its own 
scorching) busied in removing the little jaick maa^ure 
(scripturally a bushel) under which one had 1io|khI to bury 
his small candle. The receipt of fem-sead, I think, in 
this curious age, would scarce help a man to walk 
invisible. 

Well, I am discovered — and thou thysalf, who 
thoughtest to shelter under the pease-cod of initiidity (a 
stale and shallow device), art no lem dragged to light. 
Thy slender anatomy— thy skeletonian D— fleshed and 
sinewed out to the plump expansion of six chanictors— 
thy tuneful genealogy deduced. 

By the way, what a name is Timothy 1 Lay it down, 
I beseech thee, and in its place take up the prcqiarer 
sound of Timotheus. 

Then mayst thou with unblushing fingers handle the 
lyre familiar to the D n name,^’ 

With much difficulty have I tmml thee to thy 
lurkmg-place. Many a goodly name did 1 rim over, 
bewildered between Dorrien, and Doxat, and Dover, and 
Dakin, and Daiatry— a wilderness of D'g— till at last I 
thought I had hit it — ^my conjectures wandering u|)on a 
melancholy Jew— you wot the Isradite upon ^Ohange*— 
Master Daniels, a contemplative Hebrew, to the which 
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gaem I wiw the rather leti hy tiie miHitleriitioii tlmt tjiimt 

of his nation are gmd readei-H. 

Nothing in «o eonmum us to see tlieiii in the 
Walk, witli II Innalle of Heri|» in one huinl iiiitl tlie J/ii^ 
of Meiinff or a vohnne of Htt‘rne in the otlier. 

I am a roj^ue if I eaii eolieet what imiriiier of fuee 
thou carriest, timu mnniimt so familiiir with iiiiiie. 

If I rememkT tliou tliilst not ilimly nwmhle titiin 
Danials, whom at first f totvk tliec* for-- a eiirinrorn, 
mortificHl, mmmnieal, eommereiiojM^litieu! eounteiiiiiife^ 
with an aKreeahle limp in thy itait, if Elia iiiiatiike lliee 
not, I think I shouhi shake hiunk with thee, if I inrl. 
thea 


To Mm AMO Mm, lI'UllTctN., 

hKTt'llli CC1X f <! t J Jan ifci rti tl, I ^1^3. 

The pig wan a!a>ve iny feeble pniise, It wiw ii tlt^ur 
pipny. There wim some eonleniitm m to who j4io»|*| 
have the euw ; Imt, in spite of bis (ifeiif iw 

thaie litths ereaturea are to at|vh*e)» I eofitrivial to |*e| at 
one of thiim. 

It fiwiie in tsHita to»», whieh | Imik a lufoyr, 
Oaneriilly these pretty toes, pretty torn * are nik?4rig ; 
but I supfHwe he Wore them to Imik tfiller. 

He limit liiive Imm tlie leie^t f»f hin niee. Ilht 
foote wottlil liiive goiie into flie silver i4ipper, f lakr' liiwi 
to liife lieiU'i ii t:1iiiieae iiinl a fetmilr. 

If Ivelyti eoitlil haw «»*en him, he wotiht netrt hjire 
ftirrowetl two loieh pristigioiw volnines ; fieri iif: leiw finsrli 
gocsi riifi l»e riiiiliiiiieil In how* nmall ii rmtlmm ! 

He eriM^klril ilrliriilely. 

I left a bliiiik iil llie t**p of iny iriler, iiol to'inif ilrler- 
Illlllicl wliieli pi fti.|ilr«*}W it to ; m> lafiiier itfiil fiiriiier’ii 
wife will plewi to ilivhle mir thank ,\liiy yotir uTiiintiif* 
b« ftiE, iittil yniir mU winpty, ami yoiir uliiekpiii 
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and your envious neighbours lean, and your labourera 
busy, and you as idle and as happy m the day is long I 

Vtvb L’Agkioumuri ! 

How do you make your pigs so little f 
They are vastly engaging at tlia age : 

I was so myself. 

Now I am a disagreeable old bog, 

A middle-aged gentleman-and-a-half, 

My faculties (thank God I) are not muoh impairetl. 

I have my sight, hearing, taste, pretty perfect ; and 
can read the Lord’s Prayer in common type, by tlia help 
of a candle, without making many mistakes. 

Believe me, that while my faculties last, I shall ever 
cherish a proper appreciation of your many kindnessas in 
this way, and that the last lingering relish of past favours 
upon my dying memory will be the smack of that little 
ear. It was the left ear, which is lucky. Many happy 
returns, not of the pig, but of the New Year, to both 1 
Mary, for her share of the pig and the memoirs, desires 
to send the same. 

Yours truly, 0, Lamb, 


To BERNAEB BARTON. 

Letter OOXLIII.] Jmuary 9 , 182B. 

“Throw yourself on the world without any raMonal 
plan of support, beyond what the chance employ of book- 
sellers would afford you 111” 

Throw yourself rather, my dear sir, from the steep 
Tarpeian rock, slap-dash headlong upon iron spikes. If 
you had but five consolatory minutes between the desk 
and the bed, make much of them, and live a century in 
them, rather than turn slave to the bookseEm They are 
Turks and Tartars when they have poor authors at their 
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beck. Hitherto you have been at arm^s length from 
them. Come not within their grasp. I have known 
many authors for bread, some repining, others envy- 
ing the blessed security of a counting-house, all agreeing 
they would ratlicr have been tailors, weavers, — what not, 
rather than the things they were. I have known some 
starved, some to go mad, one dear friend literally dying 
in a workliouae. You know not what a rapacious, dis- 
honest sot these booksellers are. Ask even Southey, 
who (a single case almost) luis made a fortune by book 
drudgery, what he has found them. Oh, you know not 
(may you never know!) the miseries of subsisting by 
authorship. 'Tis a pretty appendage to a situation like 
yours or mine ; but a slavery, wc^rse than all slavery, to 
be a bookseller’s dei)endaTit, to drudge your brains for 
pots of ale and breasts of mtitton, to change your free 
thoughts and voluntary numbers for ungracious task-work. 
Those fellows hate m. The reason I take to be, that 
contrary to other trades, in which the master gets all the 
credit (a jeweller or silversmith for instance), and the 
journeyman, who really does the fine work, is in the back- 
ground,— in our w<»rk the world gives all the credit to us, 
whom consider as their journeymen, and therefore 
do they hate us, and cheat us, and oppress us, and would 
wring the blood of us out, to put another sixpence in 
their mechanic pouches 1 I contend that a bookseller has 
a relative honesty towards authors, not like his honesty 
to the rest of the world. B., who first engaged me 
as **Elia,^’ has not |)aid me up yet (nor any of us 
without repeated mortifying appeals), yet how the knave 
fawned when I was of service to him 1 Yet I dare say 
the fellow is punctual in settling his milk-score, etc. 

Keep to your bank, and the bank wiU keep you. 
Trust not to the public ; you may hang, starve, drown 
yourself, for anything that worthy personage cares. I 
bless every star that Providence, not seeing good to make 
me independent, has seen it next good to settle me upon 
the stable foundation of Leadenhall. Sit down, good 
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B. B., m tite biiiMag-oiRt^* Wliat I h iktm ant from 
m to elwitt |Afj%. til «iaj» In tlifi wrrk, tiiiil k tbi^ro not 
iJl Stmdsjl Fie, wtmt a «if iimn’i lima, if 

you could think sol— enough ft»r relnxiitimi, iiiirtli, eon- 
?er86, poetry, g«.)od thoughto, <|ulefc |.h**iiKdtti. Oli the 
co.rrodmg, torturing, tormenting Ihuiiglito, tliiit cli«turb 
the brsdn of the unlucky wlglit wlio iniwl clmw «|>im it 
for daily sustenanoa I lianci^forth I rt^lruet all my fond 
coraplidnte of mercantile employment ; IcMik u|itin them m 
lovers* quajnrds, I waa hut half in mrni«i Welcome 
dead timber of a d«k, that maket me Urn A little 
grrmabling is a wholwome mdikiue for the splemr ; but 
in my innm: heart do 1 approve and iinbriw thii our 
dose but unharai^dng way of life. I am t|ulto aerioua 
If you can send me Fox, I will not keep it $w and 
'Will return it, with warn thanks to yourself ami friend, 
without blot or dog’s ear* You wlU muoh oblige me by 
this kindness. 

Yours truly, 0. LaMa 


To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

Lurrm OOXlilT.] Janm^ 18 , * 28 . 

Dear Payne — I have no mominp (my day k%dna at 
6 p.M.) to transact businms in, or talento for it, so I 
employ Mary, who has seen Robertson, who nays that the 
Piece which is to he Operafied was sent to yctu mz weeks 
since by a Mr. Hunter, whose journey hm Wen thdaved, 
hut he supposes you have it by this time. On receiving 
it back properly done, the rest of your dues will be huth- 
coming. You have received £30 from Harwood, I Imm 1 
Bishop was at the theatre when Ma^ call< wad he hm 
put your other piece into 0. Kemble’s hands (the piece you 
talk of offering EHiston) and a K. sent down word that 
he had not yet had time to read ii So stand your affairs 
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at present, dlosaop has got the “ Munierer,” Will you 
atldress hiin on the suhjet*!, or shall I—that is, ^laryl 
She says you must write more sknmbk lettore about 
these matters, for, with all our trouble of crossing out 
this wonl, anti giving a cleatier turn to th’ other, and 
folding down at this |)art, and stiueaning an obnoxious 
epitliet into a corner, she can hardly communimte their 
contents without offence. What, man, put less gaU in 
your ink, or write me a biting tragedy 1 

0. Lamb, 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lbttir OOXLV,] F$brua7'}; 17, 1828. 

My dear Sir* — I have read quite through the ponderous 
folio of George Pox. I think Sewell has been judicious 
in omitting certiun parts, as for instance where G. F. has 
revealed to him the natures of all the creatures in their 
names, as Adam had. He luokily turns aside torn that 
compendious study of natural history, which might have 
superseded Buffou, to his proper spiritual pursuits, only 
just hinting what a philosopher he might have been. 
The ominous passage is near the beginning of the book. 
It is clear he means a physical knowledge, without trope 
or figure. Also, pretences to miraculous healing, and the 
like, are more frequent than I should have suspected from 
the epitome in SewelL He is nevertheless a great spirit- 
ual man, and I feel very much obliged by your procuring 
me the loan of it. How I Uke the Quaker phrases 1 — 
though I think they were hardly completed till Woolman. 
A pretty little manual of Quaker language (with an 
endeavour to explain them) might be gathered out of his 
book. Oould not you do it ? I have read through G. P. 
without finding any mcplanation of the term jktst volume 
in the riHe-page. It takes in aU, both his life and his 

VOL. IL X 
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death* Are the» miore !u»t wonia cif liliii I Pmy how 
may I return it Mr. Sowell at Iimwieh! I fear to 
send such a trMSure by a 8tage»<Hmrh ; not iliat I am 
afedd of the ©(mchman or the guurtrs rmdm^ it ; but it 
might he Imt Oim you put mo in a way «if soiidiiig it 
in safety? The kmd»heartdi owner tniited it to mo for 
six months ; I think I was about as many clayi in getting 
through it, and I do not iMnk that I iki|)|ied a word of 
it. I have quoted Q. F. in my “ Quaker^ as 

having said he was ‘‘lifted up in spirit^’ (which I Mt at 
the time to be not a QuMcer phrase), “ and the judge and 
jury were as dead men under his feet.” I find no such 
words in his journal, and I did not pt tfiem from Sewell, 
and the latter sentence I $m sure I did not mean to 
invent ; I must have put some other Qu^er^s words into 
his mouth. Is it a fatality in me, that everytliing I 
touch turns into “a lie”? I once quoted two linw from 
a translation Dante, which Haslitt very greatly 
admired, and quoted in a book as proof of the 8tu|)aiid(nii 
power of that poet ; hut no such lines are to b© found in 
the translation, wMdi has been searched for the purpcro. 
I must have dreamed them, for I am quite certain I did 
not forp them knowingly. What a misfortune to have 
a lying memory ! Yes, I have swn Miss Coleridge, and 
wish I had just such a— -daughter. €tod love her i To 
liunk she should have had to toil through five octave of 
^at cursed (I foiget I write to a Quiver) Abbeypony 
History, and then to abridge riaem to tihree, and ill for 
^113 l—at her years to he doing stupid Jciuite' J^itin 
mto English, when she should W rwuiing or writing 
roi^ces I Heaven send her uncle do not breed her up 
a Quarterly Eeviewex I which remmds me that he has 
spoken^ very respectfully of you to Ihe last Number, 
wtoch IS the next thing to having a Revim all to one's 
self. Your descnption of Mr. Milord's makes me 
long for a pippin and some caraways, anS a cup of tadc 
m tos orchard, when the sweets of the nl^t ©ome In 
Farewell, 0. W 



TO PAYNE. 


67 


To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

Leti'KR CCXLVI.J FebrmrylZ^Z, 

My dear Miss Lamb— I have enclosed for you Mr. 
Payne’s piece called “ Grandpapa,” which I regret to say 
is not thought to bo of the nature that will suit this 
theatre ; but aa there appears to be much merit in it, 
Mr. Kemble strongly recommends that you should send 
it to the English Opera House, for which it seems to be 
excellently adapted. As you have already been kind 
enough to be our medium of communication with Mr. 
Payne, I have imposed this trouble upon you ; but if you 
do not like to acit for Mr. Payne in the business, and 
have no means of disposing of the piece, I will forward it 
to Paris or elsewhere as you think he may prefer. 

Very truly yours, Hknky Robertson. 

T. M, a Feb. 8, 1828. 

Dear P— — We have just received the above, and 
want your instructions. It strikes me as a very merry 
little piece, that should be played by very ycnmy actors. 
It strikes me that Miss Clara Fisher would play the hoy 
exactly. She is just such a forward chit. No young 
man would do it without its appearing absurd, but in a 
girl’s hands it would have just aU the reality that a short 
drama of an act requires. Then for the sister, if Miss 
Stevenson that was were Miss Stevenson and younger, 
they two would carry it off. I do not know who they have 
got in that young line, besides Miss 0. F-, at Drury, nor 
how you would Hke Elliston to have it — ^has he not had 
it 1 I am thick with Arnold, but I have always heard 
that the very slender profits of the English Opera House 
do not adnodt of his ^ving above a trifle, or next to none, 
for a piece of this kind. Write me what I should do, 
what you would ask, etc. The music (printed) is returned 
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with the piece, and the B'rauch Tell Mr. 

Grattan I thank him for his book, wlmh m ht m I liave 
read it is a very cmpanionabie one. I liave but just 
received it. It came the same hour with your piu'ket 
from Oov. Gar., i.e. yeater-night late, to my summer 
residence, where, tell Kenney, the cow is quiet lam to 
all at Versailles. Write quickly. il L. 

I have no acquaintance with Kemble at all, having 
only met him once or twice ; but any information, etc., I 
can get from R., who is a pod fellow, you may eommand, 
I am sorry the ropes are so dilatory, but I distinctly 
believe they mean to Mftl their cnpgemtmt, I luu sorry 
you are not here to see to th^ thinp. I am a poor 
man of hnsiness, but comm^d me to tht^ almrt extent of 
my tether. My dsteif s kind remembmuca ever. 

a L. 


To WALTER WILSON. 

LbtteeOOXLVII.] Fibrunr^ 24, Wn. 

Dear W. — I write that you may not think me 
neglectful, not that I have anything to say* In answer 
to your questions, it was at your home I saw an edition 
of “Roxana,^^ the preface to which stati^l that the author 
had left out that part of it which related to Roxana^K 
daughter persisting in imagining herself to \m so, in spite 
of the mother’s denial, from eerkin hints ilia hkl picked 
up, and throwing herself continually in her mothar’i way 
(as Savage is said to have done in hk, p^ing in tt 
win^wB to get a glimpse of her), and tliat it wm !)y 
advice of Southern, who objected to the eircumstanccs m 
being untrue, when the rest of the story was foundcMl on 
fact; which shows B. to have been a stupiddeh fellow. 
The incidents so res^hle Savage’s story, that I teitd 
Godwin with taking Falkner feom his life by Dr. Johnson. 
You should have the edition (tf you have not prtdi with 
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it), for I »w it mvm* but at your place at the Mows’ 
date, nor did I iIhui roa<l it to compare it with my own ; 
cmly I know tht* tlaui^h tor’s curiosity is the best part of 
my Roxana.^’ The proloi^ue you speak of was mine, 
and 80 named, l)ut not worth much. You ask me for 
two or tliree of vt^rse. I have not written so much 
since you knew me. I am altogetlmr prosaic. May l>e I 
may touch off a soimet in time. I do not prefer Colonel 
Jack” to either ^Mlobinmm Crusoe” or ‘‘Roxana.” I 
only of the iM^ginning of it, his childish history. 
The rcit m poor, I do not know anywhere any good 
character of Do F«mi bcHules what you mention. I do not 
know that 8wift mentiotm him ; Pope does. I forget if 
D’lsimdi has. 1 litnlnp I think hm nothing of him. He 
is quite now ground, and scarce known beyond “ Crusoe.” 
I do not know who wrote “ Qiiarl.” I never thought of 
“ Quart ” m luiviiig an author. It is a poor imitation ; 
the monkey h the hrmt in it, and his pretty dishes made 
of shelD, l you know the paper in the Engluhman 
by Sir itichard Bteide, giving an account of Selkirk? It 
is admirable, ami him all the genus of “ Crusoe.” You 
must quote it entire, (hiptain U. Carloton wrote his own 
Memolw ; they are about Ijord Peterborough’s campai^ 
in SjMiin, and a gcKKl lamk. “ Pu 2 :j»:elli ” puisrtes me, and 
I am In a ckiud alwmt “ Dcmald M‘Lood.” I newer heard 
of them ; no you sac, my dimr Wilson, what poor assist- 
anciM I ran give in tlm %vuy of information. I wish your 
book out, for f «!mll Hki^ to see anything about Be Foe or 
from you. 

Your old frloiid, 0. Lamb. 

From my iind your old comptnmd. 


To IJEENARI) BARTON. 

LmTO OCX I.V 1 1 L J 5, 1828. 

Beitr Sir-'-'Yctu must think me ill-mannered not to 
ha?# Mfilifd to your tlmt letter sooner, but I have an ugly 
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habit of aversion from letter writing, wliieh m:\km im an 
unworthy oorre8|H)ncIent I have hiui no spring, or e4)r(iial 
call to the occnpatitm of late. I have been not well 
lately, which must be my lame excuse. Your Pc^m, 
which I consider very affecting, ftnmd me engaged about 
a humorous Pa|HU’ for the Lmuhm^ wliich I had called 
“A Letter to an Old Gmtlefmm wliose oducathm had 
been neglected”— and when it wiw deme Taylor and 
Hessey would not print it, and it discouraged me from 
doing anything else; ao I took up Bcott, whariB I had 
scribbled some i>etuiant remarks, and for a nmke-shift 
father’d them on Eitson. It is obvious I could not make 
your Poem a part of them; ami m I did not know 
whether I should ever be able to do to my mind what 
you suggested, I tihought it not fair to keep back the 
verses for the chmice. Mr. MitfonFs Sonnet I like very 
well ; but M I also have my reimona agiuimt interfering 
at all with the Editorial arrangement of the Lmuim^ I 
transmitted it (not in my own hamlwriting) to them, who 
I doubt not will be gliwl to insert it. What eventtml 
benefit it can be to you (othorwto than that a kind man’s 
wish is a benefit) I cannot conjecture. Your Society axe 
eminently men of business, and will prolmblj repurd you 
as an idle fellow, possibly disown you ; tlmt m to sty, if 
you had put your own name to a Sonnet of tlmt sort ; 
but they cannot excommunicjita Mr. Mitford ; therefore I 
thoroughly approve of printing the said veraiis. When 1 
see any Quaker names to the Concert of Ancient Muiic, 
or as Birectors of the British Iimtltutitm, or liequeatliing 
medals to Oxford for tlm l)e8t chmaical thoniei, etc., then 
I shall begin to hojre tliey will emancipito you. But 
what as a Society can they do for you! You wouhl not 
accept a commission in the anny, nor they fm likely to 
procure it. Posts in Church or State htivis they none in 
their giving ; Mid than, if they disown you,— 4hiiiik— you 
must live ** a man forbid.” 

I wished for you yestemiay. I dined in Parniwus, 
with Wordsworth, Coleridge, Eogers, wid Tom Moore, 
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half the poetry of England constellated and clustered in 
Gloucester Place ! It was a delightful evening. Coleridge 
was in his finest vein of talk — had all the talk ; and let 
’em talk as evilly as they do of the envy of poets, I am 
sure not one there but was content to be nothing but a 
listener. The Muses were dumb while Apollo lectured 
on his and their fine art. It is a lie that poets are 
envious. I have known the best of them, and can speak 
to it, that they give each other their merits, and are the 
kindest critics as well as best authors. I am scribbling 
a muddy epistle with an aching head, for we did not quaff 
Hippocrene last night ; marry, it was Hippocrass rather. 
Pray accept this as a letter in the meantime, and do me 
the favour to mention my respects to Mr. Mitford, who 
is so good as to entertain good thoughts of Elia, but don’t 
show this almost impertinent scrawl. I will write more 
respectfully next time, for believe me, if not in words, in 
feelinga yours most so, 0, L. 


Lbttre CCXLIX,] Mwrck 11, 1823. 

Dear Sir— The approbation of my little book by your 
sister is very pleasing to me. The Quaker incident did 
not happen to me, but to Carlisle the surgeon, from whose 
mouth I have twice heard it, at an interval of ten or 
twelve years, with little or no variation, and have given 
it as exactly as I could remember it. The gloss which 
your sister or you have put upon it does not strike me as 
correct. Carlisle drew no inference from it against the 
honesty of the Quakers, but only in favour of their sur- 
passing coolness; that they should be capable of com- 
mitting a good joke, with an utter insensibility to its 
being any jest at all. I have reason to believe in the 
truth of it, because, as I have said, I heard him repeat it 
without variation at such an interval. The story loses 
sadly in print, for Carlisle is the best story-teller I ever 
heard The idea of the discovery of roasting pigs I also 
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borrowed, from my friend Manning, and am willing to 
confess both my pl^ariaraa Should fate ever so oixier 
it that you shall be in town with your sister, mine bids 
me say, that she shall have great pleasure in lieing intro- 
duced to her. I think I must give up the of the 
Bank ; from 9 to 9 is galley slavery, but I hcipe it is but 
temporary. Your endeavour at explaining insight 
into tlie natures of animals must fail, as I shall transcribe 
the passage. It appears to me that he 8to|)t short in 
time, and was on the brink of falling with his Iriand 
Naylor, my favourite. The book shall l>e fortlicoming 
whenever your friend can make convenient to call 
for it 

They have dragged me agdn into the Magarlne, but 
1 feel the spirit of the thing in my own mind quit© gone. 
“Some brains” (I think Ben Jonson says it) “will 
endure but one skimming.” We are alK)ut to have an 
inundation of poetry from the Lakes : Wordsworth and 
Southey are coming up strong from the Nortlu The She 
Coleridges have taken flight, to my regrt't With Sarahs 
own-mede acquisitions, her unaffectednaaa and ntvpreten- 
sions axe beautifuL You might pass an ago with her 
without suspecting that she knew anything but her 
motheris tongue. I don^t mean any reflections on Mrs. 
Coleridge here, I had hotter have said her vernaoular 
idiom. Poor 0., I wish he had a home to receive his 
daughter m ; but he is but as a stranger or a visitor in 
this world. 

How did you like Hartley*© sonnets! The first, at 
lmA% is vastly fine. I am ashamed of the shabby letters 
I send, but I am by nature anything but neat. Therein 
my mother bore me no Quaker. I never could seal a 
letter without droppuig the wax on one side, besides 
st^ding my fingers. I never had a seal, too, of my own. 
Writing to a great man lately, who is moreover very 
henddic, I borrowed a seal of a friend, who by the fcmalo 
ride quioters the Proteetorial arms of Cromwell. How 
they must have puzried my corrwpondent I My letteii 
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are generally charged as double at the Post Office, from 
their inveterate clumsiness of foldure ; so you must not 
take it disrespectful to yourself if I send you such ungainly 
scraps. I think I lose £100 a year at the India House, 
owing solely to my want of neatness in making up 
accounts. How I puzzle 'em out at last is the wonder. 
I have to do with millions ! 1 

It is time to have done my incoherences. 

Believe me, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 


LbiteuOOL.] 1823 . 

Dear Payne — Your little books are most acceptable. 
'Tis a delicate edition. They are gone to the binder's. 
When they come home I shall have two — the “ Camp ” 
and Patrick's Day ” — to read for the first time. I may 
say throe, for I never read the ‘‘School for Scandal.” 
“/S'cen it I have, and in its happier days.” With the 
books Harwood left a truncheon or mathematical instru- 
ment, of which we have not yet ascertained the use. It 
is like a telescope, but ungiazed. Or a ruler, but not 
smooth enough. It opens like a fan, and discovers a 
frame such as they weave lace upon at Lyons and Oham- 
bery. Possibly it is from those parts. I do not value 
the present the less for not being quite able to detect its 
purport. When I can find any one coming your way I 
have a volume for you, my Elias collected. Tell Poole, 
his Gockiioy in the Lon. Mag. tickled me exceedingly. 
Harwood is to be with us this evening with Fanny, who 
comes to introduce a literary lady, who wants to see me, 
—and whose portentous name is Flura, in English, 
“many things.” Now, of all God's creatures, I detest 
letters -affecting, authors -hunting ladies. But Fanny 
“ will have it so.” So Miss Many-Thiugs and I are to 
have a conference, of which you sliall have the result. J 
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dare say she does not play at whist. Treasurer Robert- 
son, whose coffers are absolutely swelling with pantomimic 
receipts, called on me yesterday to say he is going to 
write to you, but if I were also, I might as well say that 
your last bill is at the Banker's, and will be honored on 
the instant receipt of the third Piece, which you have 
stipulated for. If you have any such in readiness, strike 
while the iron is hot, before the Clown cook. Tell Mrs. 
Kenney, that the Miss F. H. (or IL P.) Kelly, who has 
begun so splendidly in Juliet, is the identical little Fanny 
Kelly, who used to play on their gi*een before their great 
Lying-Inn Lodgings at Bayswater. Her career has stopt 
short by the injudicious bringing her out in a vile new 
Tragedy, and for a third character in a stupid old one,— • 
the ^‘Earl of Essex.” This is Macready's doing, who 
taught her. Her recitation, etc. {not her voice or perBoti)^ 
is masculine. It is so clever, it seemed a male 
But cleverness is the bane of Female Tragedy especially. 
Passions uttered logically, etc. It is bad enougl; in men- 
actors. Could you do nothing for little Clara Fisher 1 
Are there no French Pieces with a Child in them ? By 
Pieces I mean here dramas, to prevent mide-constnic- 
tions. Did not the Blue Girl remind you of some of 
Congreve's women? Angelica or Millaraant? To me 
she was a vision of Genteel Comedy realised. Those kind 
of people never come to see one. iV"'mpor^—haven't 1 
Miss Many-Things coming? Will you ask Horace Smith 
to [The remairnder of this Utt&r ha$ hemi> 


Letter OCLL] 182 S. 

Dear Payne — ^A friend and fellow-clerk of mine, Mr. 
White (a good fellow) coming to your parts, I would fain 
have accompanied Mm, hut am forced instead to send a 
part of me, verse and prose, most of it from 20 to 30 
years old, such as I then was, and I am not much altered. 

Paris, which I hardly knew whether I liked when I 
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waa in it, is an object of no small magnitude with me 
now. I want to be going to the Jardin des Plantes (is 
that right, Louisa?) with you — to Pere la Chaise, La 
Morgue, and all the sentimentalities. How is Talma, and 
his (my) dear Shakspcarel 

My friend White knows Paris thoroughly, and 
does not want a guide. Wo did, and had one. We both 
join in thanks. Do you remember a Blue-Silk Girl (Eng- 
lish) at the Luxembourg, that did not much seem to 
attend to the Pictures, who fell in love with you, and 
whom I foil in love with— an inquisitive, prying, curious 
Beauty-— where is she ? 

Yotre Trh Humble Serviteur, 

Oharlois Agneatj, 

alias 0 . Lamb. 

Guiohy is well, and much as usual. Ho seems blind 
to all the distinctions of life, except to those of sex. 
Remembrance to Kenney and Poole. 


To B. W. PROCTER. 


Le'iter CGLII.J April 18, 1828. 

Dear Lad— You must think mo a brute beast, a 
rhinoceros, never to have acknowledged the receipt of 
your preciouB present. But indeed I am none of those 
shocking things, but have arrived at that indisposition to 
letter- writing which would make it a hard exertion to 
write throe lines to a king to spare a friend's life : whether 
it is that the Magarine paying me so much a page I am 
loath to throw away composition. How much a sheet 
do you give your correspondents ? I have hung up Pope, 
and a gem it is, in my town room; I hope for your 
apprtJvaL Though it accompanies the MIssap on Man, I 
think that was not the poem ho is here meditating. He 
would have looked up, somehow affectedly, if he were 
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just conceiving Awake, my St. John.” Neither is ho 
in the Rape of the Lock mood exactly. I think he has 
just made out the last lines of the “Epistle to Jorvin,” 
between gay and tender, 

“ A-nd other beauties envy Worsley’a eyes.”' 

1^11 be d . . .^d if that isn't the line. He is brooding 
over it, with a dreamy phantom of Lady Mary floating 
before him. He is thinldng which is the earliest possible 
day and hour that she will first see it. What a minia- 
ture piece of gentility it is ! Why did you give it me 1 
I do not like you enough to give you anything so good. 

I have dined with T. Moore and breakfasted with 
Rogers, since I saw you ; have much to say about them 
when we meet, which I trust will be in a week or two. 
I have been over-watched and over-poeted since Words- 
worth has been in town. I was obliged for health’s saki^ 
to wish him gone, but now he is gone I feel a great loss. 
I am going to Dalston to recruit, and have seriotia 
thoughts of altering my condition, that is, of taking to 
sobriety. What do you advise me ^ 

Rogers spake very kindly of you, as everybody does, 
and none with so much reason as your C. L. 


To Miss HUTCHINSON. 
hwmm OCLIIL] Jpril 25, 1823. 

Dear Miss H. — Mary has such an invincible reluctance 
to any epistolary exertion, that I am sparing her a morti- 
fication by taking the pen from her. The plain truth is, 
she writes such a pimping, mean, detestable hand, that 
she is ashamed of the formation of her letters. There is 
an essential poverty and abjectness in the frame of them. 
They look like begging letters. And then she is sure to 
omit a moat substantial word in the second draught (for 
she never ventures an epistle without a foul copy firet), 
which is obliged to be interlined ; which spoils the neatest 



TO MISS HUTCHINSON. 


77 


epistle, you know. Her figures, 1, 2, 3, 4, etc., where 
she has occasion to express numerals, as in the date (25th 
April 1823), are not figures, hut figurantes; and the 
combined posse go staggering up and down shameless, as 
drunkards in the diiy-time. It is no better when she 
rules her paper. Her lines “ are not less erring ” than 
her words. A sort of unnatural pimillel lines, that are 
perpetually threatening to meet ; which, you know, is quite 
contrary to Euclid. Her very blots are not bold like this 
[here a large blot u but poor smears, half left 

in and half scratched out, with another smear left in their 
place. I like a clear letter ; a bold free hand, and a fearless 
flourish. Then she has always to go through them (a 
second operation) to dot her t’s and cross her i’s. I don^t 
think she can make a corkscrew if she tried, which has such 
a fine effect at the end or middle of an epistle, and fills up. 

Thera is a corkscrew 1— one of the best I ever drew. 
By the way, what incomparable whisky that was of Monk- 
house’s 1 But if I am to write a letter, let mo begin, and 
not stand flounshing, like a fencer at a fair. 


April 26, 1823. 

Dear Miss IL— It gives me great pleasure (the letter 
now begins) to hear that you got down so smoothly, and 
that Mrs. Monkhousc’s spirits are so good and enterpris- 
ing. It shows, whatever her posture may be, that her 
mind at least is not supine. I hope the excursion will 
enable the former to keep pace with its outstripping 
neighbour. Pnry prasent our kindest wishes to her and 
idl (that sentence should properly have come into the 
Postscrii)t, but we airy mercurial spirits, there is no keep- 
ing UB in). Time ” (as was said of one of us) “ tods 
after us in vain.” I am afraid our co-visit with Coleridge 
was a drmin. I shall not get away before the end (or 
middle) of Jtme, and then you will be frog-hopping at 
Boulo^ie ; and besides, I think the Gillmaus would scarce 
trust Mm with us ; I have a malicious knack at cutting 
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of apron-strings. The Saints' days you speak of have 
long since fled to heaven, with Astraea, and the cold piety 
of the age lacks fervour to recall them ; only Peter left 
ius key— the iron one of the two that “shuts amain"— 
and that is the reason I am locked up. Meanwhile of 
afternoons we pick up primroses at Dalston, and Mary 
corrects me when I call 'em cow-slips. God bless you 
all; and pray remember me euphoniously to Mr. Gravel- 
legan. That Lee Priory must be a dainty bower. Is it 
built of flints and does it stand at Kiiigsgate t 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LettbeCOUV.] Ma^ 8, 1828. 

Dear Sir — I am vexed to be two letters in your debt, 
but I have been quite out of the vein lately. A philo- 
sophical treatise is wanting, of the causes of the back- 
wardness with which persons after a certain time of life 
set about writing a letter. I always feel as if I had 
nothing to say, and the performance genei'ally justifies 
the presentiment, Taylor and Hessey did foolishly in 
not Emitting the sonnet. Surely it might have followed 
the B. B. I agree with you in thinking Bowring's |)aper 
better than the former. I win inquire about my letter 
to the old gentleman, but I expect it to m, after thcBe 
to the young gentleman are completed, 

I do not exactly see why the goose md little goslinp 
should emblematise a Quaker poet ikoA hm no children. 
But, after all, perhaps it is a pelican. The “ Mene, Mene, 
Tekel, Upharsin” around it I cannot decipher. The 
songster of the night pouring out her effusions amid a 
silent meeting of madge-owlets, would be at least 
intelligible. A full pause here comes upon me, as If I 
had not a word more left. I will shake my brain, Oncc^ I 
Twice! — nothing comes up. George Pox recommends 
waiting on these occasions. I wait. Nothing comw. 
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G. Fox— that sets me off again. I have finished the 
‘‘Journal/^ and 400 more pages of the Doctrinals,'' 
which I picked up for 7s. 6d If I get on at this rate, 
the society will be in danger of having two Quaker poets 
to patronise. I am at Dalston now ; hut if when I go 
back to Covent Garden I find thy friend has not called 
for the “ Jourmil,” thee must put me in the way of send- 
ing it; and if it should happen the lender of it, knowing 
that volume, has not the other, I shall be most happy in 
his accepting the “ Doct-nmils,” which I shall read but 
once certainly. It is not a splendid copy, but perfect, 
save a leaf of Index. 

I cannot but think that the London drags heavily. 
I miss Janus. And oh how it misses Hazlitt I Procter 
too is affronted. 

Believe me cordidly yours, 0. Lamb. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 


Jmrrm COLV.] Mwj/ 6, 1828. 

Dear Sir—Your verses were very pleasant, and I 
shall like to see more of them— I do not mean addressed 

to me. 

I do not know whether you livo in town or countiy, 
hut if it suits your convenience I shall be glad to see you 
some evening— say Thursday— at 20 Great Russell Street, 
Oovent Garclen. If you can come do not trouble your- 
self to write. We are old-fashioned people who drinJc tea 
at six, or not much later, and ^ve cold mutton and pickle 
at nine, the good old hour. I assure you (if it suit you) 
we shall be glad to see you. 

Yours, etc. 0. Lamb. 

My love to Mr. Railton, the same to Mr. Rankin, to 
the whole Pirai indeed. 

Tuesday, 

Some day of May 1828, 

Not official. 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 

Letter CCLYL] M, /. AT., Mmj 19, *n. 

Dear Sir — I have beeu very agreeably entertained 
with your present, which I found very curious and 
amusing. What wiseacres our forefathers ap[)6ar to 
have been ! It should make m thankful, who are grown 
so rational and polite. I should call to thank you for 
the book, but go home to Dalston at present. I shall 
beg your acceptance (when I see you) of iny little book. 
I have Ray’s Collectiom of English Words not generally 
Usedy 1691 ; and in page 60 (“North Country words”) 
occurs ^^Eynt — “by your leave,” “stand hand- 

somely.” As, “ Rynt you, witch,” quoth Besse Locket to 
her mother j Proverb, Cheshire. — Doubtless this is the 
“ Aroint ” of Shakspeara 

In the same collection I find several Shakspearisms. 
“ Rooky” wood : a Northern word for “ reeky,” “ misty,” 
etc. “Shandy,” a north country word for “wild.” 
Sterne was York. 

Yours obliged, 0. Lamb. 

I am at 14, Kingsland Row, Dalston. WiU you take 
a walk over on Sunday? We dine exactly at 4, anci 
shall be most glad to see you. If I don't hear from you 
(by note to E. I. Ho.) I will expect you. 

Mr. Hone, 45, Lndgate HilL 


To CHARLES LLOYD. 

Letter OCLTIL] 1028. 

Your lines are not to be understood reading on one 
leg. They are sinuoua, and to be won with wrestling 
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L do assure you in sincerity that nothing you have done 
has given me greater satisfaction. Your obscurity, where 
you are dark, which is seldom, is that of too much mean- 
ing, not the painful obscurity which no toil of the reader 
can dissipate ; not the dead vacuum and floundering place 
in which imagination finds no footing : it is not the dim- 
ness of positive darkness, but of distance; and he that 
reads and not discerns must get a better pair of spectacles. 
I admire every piece in the collection. I cannot say the 
first is best : when I do so, the last read rises up in 
judgment. To your Mother, to your Sister (is Mary 
deatl ?), they are all weighty with thought and tender with 
sentiment. Your poetry is like no other. Those cursed 
dryads and pagan trumperies of modem verse have put 
me out of conceit of the very name of poetry. Your 
verses are as good and as wholesome as prose, and I have 
made a sad blunder if I do not leave you with an impres- 
sion that your present is rarely valued. 

Oharlks Lamb. 


To BEBKABD BARTON, 

LErraii CCLVIIL] Juhj 10, 182S. 

Dear Sir -— I shall be happy to read the MS. and to 
forward it ; but T[aylor] and H[essey] must judge for 
themselves of publication. If it prove interesting (as I 
doubt not) I shall not spare to say so, you may depend 
upon it. Suppose you direct it to Accountant’s Ofldee, 
India House. I am glad you have met with some 
sweetening circumstances to your unpalatable draught. 
I have just returned from Hastings, where are exquisite 
views and walks, and where I have given up my soul to 
walking, and I am now suffering sedentary contrasts. I 
am a long time reconciling to town after one of these 
excursions. Home is become strange, and will remain so 
yet a while ; home is the most unforgiving of friends, and 
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always resents absence ; I know its old conlial looks will 
return, but they are slow in clearing up. That is one of 
the features of this our galley slavery ; that peregrination 
ended makes things worse. I felt out of wattu* (with all 
the sea about me) at Hastings ; and just m I had leanuul 
to domiciliate there, I must come back to find a home 
which is no home, I abused Hastings, but learned its 
value. There are spots, inland bays, etc., which realists 
the notions of Juan Fernandez. The best thing I lit 
upon by accident was a small country church (by whom 
or when built unknown), standing bare and single in the 
midst of a grove, with no house or appearance of habita- 
tion within a quarter of a mile, only passages diverging 
from it through beautiful woods to so many farmhouses. 
There it stands like the first idea of a chimdi, before 
parishioners were thought of, nothing but birds for its 
congregation ; or like a hermit^s oratory (the hermit dead), 
or a mausoleum ; its effect singularly impressive, like a 
church found in a desert isle to startle Crusoe with a 
home image. You must make out a vi(mr and a (’congre- 
gation from fancy, for surely none come there ; yet it 
wants not its pulpit, and its font, and all tins mnunly 
additaments of our worship. 

Southey has attacked “Elia” on the score of infidelity, 
in the Quarterly article, “Progress of Infidelity.” I had 
not, nor have seen the Monthly, He might have spared 
an old friend such a construction of a few (mrolass flights, 
that meant no harm to religion. If all hu unguardeil 
expressions on the subject were to be collcoted—---! Hut 
I love and respect Southey, and will not retort. I hate 
his review, and his being a reviewer. The hint he hm 
dropped will knock the sale of the book on the head, 
which was almost at a stop before. Let it stop,— there 
is com in Egypt, while there is cash at Leadimhall. You 
and I are something besides being writers, thank God 1 

Yours truly, (X 
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To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Letter CCLIX.] E, I. Hoxrn^ August 9, 1823. 

My dear A.— I am going to ask you to do me the 
greatest favour which a man can do for another. I want 
to make my will, and to leave my property in trust for 
my Sister. — I am not therefore going to die. — 

Would it be unpleasant for you to be named for onel 
The other two I shall beg the same favour of are Talfourd 
and Procter. If you feel reluctant, tell me, and it shan’t 
abate one jot of my friendly feeling toward you. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LErrEECOLX.] E^tember 2, IS2H. 

Dear B. B.— What will you say to my not writing! 
You cannot say I do not write now. Hessey has not 
used your kind sonnet, nor have I seen it. Pray send 
me a copy. Neither have I hoard any more of youi' 
friend’s MS., which I will reclaim whenever you please. 
Wlien you come London-ward you will find me no longer 
in Covont Garden. I have a cottage in Oolebrook Row, 
Islington ; a cottage, for it is detached ; a white house, 
with six good rooms ; the New River (rather elderly by 
t his time) runs (if a moderate walking pace may be so 
termed) close to the foot of the house ; and behind is a 
spacious garden witli vines (I assure you), pears, straw- 
berries, parsnips, leeks, carrots, cabbages, to delight the 
heart of old Alcinous. You enter without passage into 
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a cheerful dining-room, ail studded over and rougli with 
old books : and above is a lightsome drawing-room, three 
windows, full of choice prints. I feel like a great lord, 
never having had a house before. 

The London, I fear, falls oif. I linger among its 
creaking rafters, like the last rat; it will tofiple down if 
they don’t get some buttresses. They have pulled down 
three ; Hazlitt, Procter, and their best stay, kind, light- 
hearted Wainwright, their Janus. The best is, neither of 
our fortunes is concerned in it. 

I heard of you from Mr. Pulham this morning, and 
that gave a fillip to my laziness, which has been intoler- 
able ; but I am so taken up with pruning and gardcming, 
quite a new sort of occupation to me. I have gathered 
my jargonels, but my Windsor pears are backward. The 
former were of exquisite raciness. I do now sit tinder 
my own vine, and contemplate the growth of vegetable 
nature. I can now understand in what sense they speak 
of father Adam. I recognise the paternity while I watch 
my tulips. I almost fell with him, for the first day I 
turned a drunken gardener (as he let in the ser|ient) into 
my Eden, and he laid about him, lopping off some choieei 
boughs, etc., which hung over from a neighbour’s garden, 
and in his blind zeal laid waste a shade, which had 
sheltered their window from the gaze of passers-by. The 
old gentlewoman (fury made her not handsome) could 
scarcely be reconciled by all my fine words. TIuto was 
no buttering her parsnips. She talked of the law. 
What a lapse to commit on the first day of my happy 
‘‘garden-state I” 

I hope you transmitted the Pox-Jounial to its owner, 
with suitable thanks. Mr. Cary, the Dante-man, dines 
with me to-day. He is a model of a country parson, lean 
(as a curate ought to be), modest, sensible, no obtruder 
of church dogmas, quite a different man from Southc^y. 
You would like him. Pray accept this for a letter, and 
believe me, with sincere regards, 

Yours, 


G. L. 
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To THOMAS HOOD. 


Letter OOLXL] [Late in 1823.] 

And what dost thou at the Priory? Gucullus non 
facit Monachum. English me that, and challenge old 
Lignum Janua to make a better. 

My old Hew Kiver has presented no extraordinary 
novelties lately; but there Hope sits every day, specu- 
lating upon traditionary gudgeons. I think she has taken 
the fisheries. I now know the reason why our forefathers 
were denominated East and West Angles. Yet is there 
1)0 lack of spawn; for I wash my hands in fishets that 
come through the pump every morning thick as motelings, 
—little things that perish untimely, and never taste the 
brook. You do not tell me of those romantic land bays 
that be as tliou goest to Lover’s Seat : neither of that 
little churchling in the midst of a wood (in the opposite 
direction, nine furlongs from the town), that seems 
dropped by the Angel that was tired of carrying two 
packages ; marry, with the other he made shift to pick 
ids flight to Loretto. Inquire out, and see my little 
Protestant Loretto. It stands apart from trace of human 
habitation; yet hath it pulpit, reading-desk, and trim 
font of massiest marble, as if Eobinson Crusoe had 
reared it to soothe himself with old church-going images. 
I forget its Christian name, and what she-saint was its 
gossip. 

You should also go to No. 13, Standgate Street,—- a 
baker, who has the finest collection of marine monsters 
in ten sea counties,-- -sea dragons, polypi, mer-people, 
most fantastic. You have only to name the old gentle- 
man in black (not the Devil) that lodged with him a 
week (he’U remember) last July, and he will show 
courtesy. He is by far the foremost of the savans. His 
wife is the funniest thwarting little animal ! They are 
decidedly the lions of green Hastings. WeU, I have 
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made an end of my say. My epistolary time is gone by 
when I could hare scribbled as long (I will not say as 
agreeable) as thine was to both of us. 1 am dwindled to 
notes and letterets. But, in good earnest, F slmll Iw most 
happy to hail thy return to the waters of 01<1 Sir Hugh. 
There is nothing like inland murmurs, fresh ripples, and 
our native minnows. 

“ He sang in meads how sweet the brooklets nwij 
To the rough ocean and red restless saruls.'’ 

I design to give up smoking; but I have not yot fixed 
upon the equivalent vice. I must have (fuid pm quo ; 
or quo pro quid, as Tom Woodgate would correct me. 
My service to him. 0. L. 


To THOMAS ALLSOr. 

Letter CCLXII. ] Bepkm 1 0, 1 82*1. 

My dear A. — Your kindness in accepting my requ^t 
no words of nodne can repay. It hm made you overflow 
into some romance which I should have chcHjk’d at 
another time. I hope it may be in tiie scheme of 
Providence that my sister may go firat (if over m little 
a precedence), mys^ next, and my good Kxecutom aur- 
vive to remember us with kindness many years. God 
bless you. 

I will set Procter about the will forthwith. 

U Lame. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter OOLXni] Sepirndm 17, wm 

Dear Sir— I have sgwn been reading your StaiiMs 
mi Bioomidd,” wMdt are fie most appropriate that can 
be imaged,— sweet witih Doric deUrncy. I like that,— 
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Our own more cliaste Tlieocritua — 

just hinting at the fault of the G-recian. I love that 
stanza ending with, 

“ Words, plirases, fashions, pass away ; 

But truth and nature live through all.” 

But I shall omit in my own copy the one stanza which 
alludes to Lord B. I suppose. It spoils the sweetness 
and oneness of the feeling. Cannot we think of Bums, 
or Thomson, without sullying the thought with a reflection 
out of place upon Lord Eochester ? These verses might 
have been inscribed upon a tomb ; are in fact an epitaph j 
satire does not look pretty upon a tombstone. Besides, 
there is a quotation in it, always bad in verse, seldom 
advisable in prose. I doubt if their having been in a 
paper will not prevent T. and H. from insertion ; but I 
shall have a thing to send in a day or two, and shall try 
them. Omitting that stanza, a very little alteration is 
wanting in the beginning of the next. You see, I use 
freedom. How happily (I flatter not) you have brought 
in his subjects; and (I suppose) his favourite measure, 
though I am not acquainted with any of his writings but 
the Farmer^ Boy. He dined with me once, and his 
manners took me exceedingly. 

I rejoice that you forgive my long silence. I continue 
to estimate my own-roof comforts highly. How could I 
remain all my life a lodger 1 My garden thrives (I am 
told), though I have yet reaped nothing but some tiny 
salad and withered carrots. But a garden’s a garden 
anywhere, and twice a garden in London. 

Somehow I cannot relish that word “ Horkey.” Can- 
not you supply it by circumlocution, and direct the reader 
by a note to explain that it means the Horkey. But 
Horkey chokes me in the text. It raises crowds of 

mean associations, hawking and sp g, gawky, stalky, 

mawkinl The sound is everything, in such dulcet 
modulations ’specially. I like 

“ Gilbert Meldrum’s sterner tones, ” 
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without knowing who Gilbert Mehlrum is. You have 
slipt in your rhymes as if they grew there, so natural- 
artificially, or artificial-naturally. There’s a vile phrase ! 

Do you go on with your Quaker Sonnets ”? Have 
’em ready with Southey’s ‘‘Book of the Church.” I 
meditate a letter to S. in the Lcmdon, which perhaps will 
meet the fate of the Sonnet. 

Excuse my brevity, for I write painfully at office, 
liable to a hundred callings off ; and I can never sit down 
to an epistle elsewhere. I read or walk. If you return 
this letter to the Post Office, I think they will return 
fourpence, seeing it is but half a one. Believe iiie, though, 
Entirely yours, 0. L. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Letter CCLXIV.] 1828. 

Dear A. — Your Cheese is the best I ever tasted ; Mary 
will tell you so hereafter. She is at home, but has die 
appointed me. She has gone back rather than improved. 
However, she has sense enough to value the present ; foi' 
she is greatly fond of Stilton. Yours is the delicatest, 
rainbow-hued, melting piece I ever flavoured. Believe 
me, I took it the more kindly, following so great a 
kindness. 

Depend upon’t, yours shall be one of the first houses 
we shall present ourselves at, when we have got our Bill 
of Health. 

Being both yours and Mrs. Allsop’s truly, 

0. L. and M. L. 


To Rev. H. E. CARY, 

Letter COLXV.] IruUa Office, October 14, 1828. 

Dear Sir — If convenient, will you give us house room 
on Saturday next 1 I can sleep anywhere. If anothei 
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Sunday suit you better, pray let me know. We were 
talking of Roast Shoulder of Mutton with onion sauce ; 
but I scorn to prescribe to the hospitalities of mine host. 
With respects to Mrs. 0., yours truly, 

0. Lamb, 


To J. B. DIBDIK 


Lettkr CCLXVL] October 28, 1823. 

My dear Sir — Your Pig was a picture of a pig, and 
your Picture a })ig of a picture. The former was delicious 
but evanescent, like a hearty fit of mirth, or the crackling 
of thorns under a pot; but the latter is an idea, and 
abideth. I never before saw swine upon satin. And 
then that pretty strawy canopy about him I he seems to 
purr (rather than grunt) his satisfaction. Such a gentle- 
manlike porker too ! Morland^s are absolutely clowns to it. 
Who the deuce painted it ? I have ordered a little gilt 
shrine for it, and mean to wear it for a locket — a shirt-pig. 

I admire the pretty toes shrouded in a veil of some- 
thing, not mud but that warm soft consistency which 
the dust takes in Elysium after a spring shower — it 
perfectly engloves him. 

I cannot enough thank you and your country friend 
for the delicate double present— the utile et decorum, 

(Three times have I attempted to write this sentence and 
failed, which shows that I am not cut out for a pedant.) 

Sir !— as I say to Southey^ — Will you come and see us at 
our poor cottage of Colebrook to tea to-morrow evening, as 
early as six ? I have some friends coming at that hour. 

The panoply which covered your material pig shall be 
forthcoming. The pig pictorial with its trappings 
domesticate with me. 

Your greatly obliged Elia. 

J. B. Dihdin, Esq., 

Measra linkings, 

118 Cheapsido. 
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To EGBERT SOUTHEY. 

Letter OCLXVIL] L if., Noveviber 21, 1823. 

Dear Southey — The kindness of your note has melted 
away the mist which was upon me. I have been fightiog 
against a shadow. That accursed Q. R. had vexed me 
by a gratuitous speaking, of its own knowledge, that the 

Confessions of a D d was a genuine description of 

the state of the writer. Little things, that are not ill- 
meant, may produce much ill. TIuit might have iryured 
me alive and dead. I am in a public office, and my life 
is insured. I was prepai'ed for anger, and I thought I 
saw, in a few obnoxious words, a hard case of repetition 
directed against me. I wished both magazine and review 
at the bottom of the sea. I shall be ashamed to see you, 
and my sister (though innocent) will be still more so ; for 
the folly was done without her knowledge, and has made 
her uneasy ever since. My guardian angel was absent at 
that time. 

I will muster up courage to see you, however, any day 
next week (Wednesday excepted). We shall hope that 
you will bring Edith with you. That will be a second 
mortification. She will hate to see us; but come and 
heap embers. We deserve it ; I for what IVe done, and 
she for being my sister. 

Do come early in the day, by sun-light, that you may 
see my Milton. 

I am at Oolebrook Cottage, Oolebrook Row, Islington : 
a detached whitish house, dose to the Hew River end of 
Oolebrook Terrace, left hand from Sadlei’^c Wells. 

Wni you let me know the day before ? 

Yonr penitent, 0. Lamb. 

P.^.— I do not think your handwriting at all like 
****’s. I do not think many things I did think. 
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To BERNARD BARTON, 

Lettee CCLXVni.] November 22, 1823. 

Dear B. B.— I am Jishamed at not acknowledging 
your kind little poem, which I must needs like much ] 
but I protest I thouglit I had done it at the moment. 
Is it possible a letter has miscarried ? Did you get one 
in which I sent you an extract from the poems of Lord 
Stirling 1 I should wonder if you did, for I sent you 
none such. There was an incipient lie strangled in the 
birth. Some people^s conscience is so tender ! But, in 
plain tmth, I thank you very much for the verses. I 
have a very kind letter from the Laureate, with a self- 
invitation to come and shake hands with me. This is 
truly handsome and noble. ’Tis worthy of my old idea of 
Southey. Shall not I, think you, be covered with a red 
suffusion ? 

You are too much apprehensive of your complaint : I 
know many that are always ailing of it, and live on to a 
good old age. I know a merry feUow (you partly know 
him) who, when his medical adviser told him he had 
drunk away aU Ikat part^ congratulated himself (now his 
liver was gone) that he should be the longest liver of 
the two. 

The best way in these cases is to keep yourself as 
ignorant Jis you can, as ignorant as the world was before 
Galen, of the entire inner construction of the animal man ; 
not to bo conscious of a midriff ; to hold kidneys (save of 
sheep and swine) to be an agreeable fiction ; not to know 
whereabout the gaH grows ; to account the circulation of 
the blood an idle whimsey of Harvey^s ] to acknowledge 
no mechanism not visible. For, once fix the seat of your 
disorder, and your fancies flux into it like bad humours. 
Those medical gentries choose each his favourite part; 
one takes the lunp, another the aforesaid liver, and refer 
to that whatever in the animal economy is amiss. Above 
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aU, use exercise, take a little more spirituous liquors, learn 
to smoke, continue to keep a good conscieiu^e, and avoid 
tampering witli hard terms of art-viscosity, scirrhosity, 
and those bugbears by which simple patients are scared 
into their graves. Believe the general sense of the mer- 
cantile world, which holds that desks are not deadly. It 
is the mind, good B. B., and not the limbs, that taints 
by long sitting. Think of the patience of tailors 1 Think 
how long the Lord Chancellor sits ! Think of the brood- 
ing henl I protest I cannot answer thy sister’s kind 
inquiry; but I judge, I shall put forth no second volume. 
More praise than buy ; and T. and H. are not particularly 
disposed for martyrs. Thou wilt see a funny passage, and 
yet a true history, of George Dyer’s aquatic incursion in 
the next London. Beware Ms fate, when thou comast to 
see me at my Colebrook Cottage. I have filled my little 
space with my little thoughts. I wish thee ease on thy 
sofa; but not too much indulgence on it BVom my poor 
desk, thy fellow-sufferer, this bright November, 

U. L. 


To Mrs. HAZLITT. 


Letter CCLXIX.] [Nuwtnhr 1 823. ] 

Dear Mrs. H.— Sitting down to write a letter is such 
a painful operation to Mary, that you must acccqit mo as 
her proxy. You have seen our house. What I now toll 
you is literally true. Yesterday week George Dyer called 
upon u^ at one o’clock {bright noo 7 iday\ on his way to 
dine with Mrs. Barbauld at Newington. He mt with 
Mary about half an hour, and took leave. The muid saw 
him go out, firom her kitchen window, but suddenly losing 
sight of him, ran up in a fright to Mary. G. D., instead 
of keeping the slip that leads to the gate, had deliberately, 
st^ in hand, in broad open day, marched into the New 
River. He had not his spectacles on, and you know his 
absence. Who helped him out they can hardly tell, but 
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between ’(‘in they gob him out, drenched thro' and thro’. 
A mob collected by that time, and accompanied him in. 
** Send for the Doctor,” they said : and a one-eyed fellow, 
dirty and drunk, was fetched from the public-house at 
the end, where it seems ho lurks, for the sake of picking 
np water practit^e ; having formerly had a medal from the 
Humane Society for some rescue. By his advice the patient 
was put between blankets ; and wlien I came home at 4 
to dinner, I found (>. D. a-lxul, and raving, light-headed, 
with the brandy and water which the doctor had adminis- 
tered. Ho sang, laughed, whimpered, screamed, babbled 
of guardian angels, would get up and go home ; but we 
kept him there by force ; au<l by next morning ho departed 
sober, and secuns to have received no injiuy. All my 
friends are opeti-mmith’d about having paling before the 
river j hut I (numot see, that because a lunatic chooses to 
walk into a riv(ir with his eyes open at midday, I am 
any the more likely to be drowned in it, coming home at 
midnight. 

I had the honour of <ruung at the Mansion House on 
''riiuraday hwt by special card from the Lord Mayor, who 
never saw my face, nor I his ; and all from being a writer 
in a magaziiu*. ddie dinner costly, served on miissy plate ; 
(ihampagne, pim^s, etc. ; 47 present, among whom the 
Ghairmati and two other directors of the India Oompany. 

Tliere’s for you 1 and got away pretty sober. Quite 
saved my credit. 

We coutiuue to like our house prodigiously. 

Does Mary Ha^ditt go on with her novel 1 or has she 
begun another 1 I would not discourage her, though we 
continue to think it (so far) in its pr(‘setit state not sale- 
able. Our kind remambfances to her and hers, and you 
and yours. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 

I am pleased that H. liked my letter to the Laureate 

Mrs. lhalitt, 

Alphlngton, near Kxot«r. 
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To Mr. AINSWORTH. 

Letter CCLXX.] India Eaxm, Ikcem-ber 9, 1823. 

Dear Sir — I should have thanked you for your books 
and compliments sooner, but have been waiting for a 
revise to be sent, which does not come, though I returned 
the proof on the receipt of your letter. I have read 
Warner with great pleasure. What an elaborate piece 
of alliteration and antithesis 1 why it must have been a 
labour far above the most difficult versification. There 
is a fine simile or picture of Semiramis anning to repel a 
siege. I do not mean to keep the book, for I suspet 
you are forming a curious collection, and I do not pretend 
to anything of the kind. I have not a blackdotter book 
among mine, old Chaucer excepted, and am not biblio- 
manist enough to like black-letter. It is painful to road ; 
therefore I must insist on returning it at opi>ortunity, not 
from contumacy and reluctance to be obliged, but because 
it must suit you better than me. The loss of a present 
from should never exceed the gain of a present to. I 
hold this maxim infallible in the accepting line. I 
read your magazines with satisfaction. I thoroughly 
agree with you as to “ The German Faust,” as fiir as I 
can do justice to it from an English translation, ’Tis a 
disagreeable canting tale of seduction, which lias notliing 
to do with the spirit of Faustus — Curiosity. Was the 
dark secret to be explored to end in the seducing of a 
weak girl, which might have been accomplished by earthly 
agency ] When Marlow gives his Faustus a mktresa, h« 
flies Mm at Helen, flower of Greece, to be sure, and not 
at Miss Betsy, or Miss Sally Thoughtless. 

“ Cut is the hranoh that bore the goodly fruit, 

And wither’d is Apollo’s laurel tree : 

Faustus is dead.” 

What a noble natural transition from metaphor to plain 



TO AINSWORTH. 95 

speaking 1 as if tbe figurative had flagged in description 
of such a loss, and wm reduced to tell the fact simply. 

I must now thank you for your very kind invitation. 
It is not out of prospect that I may see Manchester some 
day, and then I will avail myself of your kindness. But 
holidays are scarce things with me, and the laws of 
attendance are getting stronger and stronger at Leaden- 
hall. But I shall bear it in nund. Meantime something 
may (more proluihly) bring you to town, where I shall be 
happy to see you. I am always to bo found (alas !) at 
my de^k in the fore part of the day. 

I wonder why they do not send the revise. I leave 
late at office, and my abode lies out of the way, or I 
should have seen about it. If you are impatient, perhaps 
a line to the printer, directing him to send it me, at 
Accountant's Office, may answer. You will see by the 
scrawl that I only snatch a few minutes from intermitting 
business. 

Your obliged servant, 0. Lamb. 

(If I had time I would go over this letter again, and 
dot all my i’s.) 


Letter COLXXL] L //., December 29, 1823. 

My dear Sir— You talk of months at a time, and I 
know not what inducements to visit Manchester, Heaven 
knows how gratifying 1 hut I have had my little month 
of 1823 already. It is all over ; and without incurring 
a disagreeable favour I cannot so much as get a single 
holiday till the season returns with the next year. Even 
our half- hour's alBences from office are set down in a 
book 1 Next year, if I spare a day or two of it, I 
will come to hl'anchester ; but I have reasons at home 
against longer absences. 

I am BO ill just at present (an illness of my own pro- 
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curing last night ; who is perfect 1) that nothing bufc your 
very great kindness could make me write. I will bear in 
mind the letter to W. W., and you ^-hall have it quite in 
time, before the 12th. 

My aching and confused head warns me to leave off. 
With a muddled sense of gratefulness, which I shall 
apprehend more clearly to-morrow, I remain, your friend 
unseen, Cl. L. 

Will your occasions or inclination bring you to London 1 
It will give me great pleasure to show you everything 
that Islington can boast, if you know the meaning of that 
very Cockney sound. We have the New Kiver 1 I am 
ashamed of this scrawl ; but I beg you to accept it for 
the present I am full of qualms. 

“ A fool at fifty is a fool 



CHAPTER V. 

1824-1827. 

LETTERS TO BERNARD BARTON AND OTHERS. 

To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lettee CCLXXIL] Jcmicuiry 9, 1824. 

Dear B. B. — ^Do you know what it is to succumb 
under an unsurmoun table day -mare, — “a whoreson 
lethargy,” Palstaif calls it,— an indisposition to do any- 
thing, or to be anything, — a total deadness and distaste, 
a suspension of vitality,— an indifference to locality, — a 
numb, soporifical, good-for-nothingness, — an ossification 
all over,— an oyster-like insensibility to the passing 
events, — mind-stupor,- — a brawny defiance to the needles 
of a thruBting-in conscience ^ Did you ever have a very 
bad cold, with a total irresolution to submit to water- 
gruel processes 1 This has been for many weeks my lot 
and my excuse. My fingers drag heavily over this paper, 
and to my thinking it is three-and-twenty furlongs from 
here to the end of this demi-sheet. I have not a thing 
to say ; nothing is of more importance than another ; I 
am ffattor than a denial or a pancake; emptier than 
Judge Parkis wig when the head is in it ; duller than a 
country stage when the actors are off it ; a cipher, an 0 1 
I acknowledge life at all, only by an occasional convul- 

YOL. n. H 
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sional cough, and a permanent piilegmatic pain in the 
chest. I am weary of the world ; life is weary of mo. 
My day is gone into twilight, and I don’t think it worth 
the expense of candles. My wick hath a tliief in it, but 
I can’t muster courage to snuff it. I inhale suffocation ; 
I can’t distinguish veal from mutton ; nothing interests 
me. ’Tis twelve o’clock, and Thurtell is just now coming 
out upon the !N"ew Drop, Jack Ketch alertly tmking up 
Ms greasy sleeves to do the last office of mortality ; yet 
cannot I elicit a groan or a moral reflection. If you told 
me the world will be at an end to-morrow, I should 
just say, “Will it?” I have not volition enough to dot 
my ^’s, much less to comb my eyebrows ; my eyes are set 
in my head ; my brains are gone out to see a poor rohir 
tion in Moorfields, and they did not say wlmn they’d come 
back again; my skull is a Grub Street attic, to lot — 
not so much as a joint-stool or a crack’d jordan left in it ; 
my hand writes, not I, from habit, as ehickems run about 
a little when their heads are off. 0 for a vigorous fit of 
gout, cholic, toothache, — an earwig in my auditory, a fly 
in my visual organs 1 Pain is life— the sharper, the more 
evidence of life ; but this apathy, this death I Did you 
ever have an obstinate cold, — a six or seven weeks’ unin- 
termitting chOl and suspension of hope, fear, consciences, 
and everything ? Yet do I try all I can to cure it ; I try 
wine, and spirits, and smoking, and snuff in unsparing 
quantities; but they all only seem ti) make me worse, 
instead of better. I sleep in a damp room, but it does 
me no good ; I come home late o’ nights, but do not find 
any visible amendment 1 Who shall deliver me from the 
body of this death ? 

It is just fifteen minutes after twelve. Thurtell is by 
this time a good way on his journey, baiting at Sco^iion 
perhaps ; Ketch is bargaining for his cast coat and waist- 
coat. The Jew demurs at first at three half-crowns ; 
but, on consideration that he may get somewhat by show* 
ing ’em in the town, finally closes. 0. L. 
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Letter CCLXXIII.] Januanj 23, 1824. 

My dear Sir— That peevish letter of mine, which was 
meant to convey an apology for my incapacity to write, 
seems to have heen taken by you in too serious a light ; 
it was only my way of telling you I had a severe cold. 
The fact is, I have been insuperably dull and lethargic 
for many weeks, and cannot rise to the vigour of a letter, 
much less an essay. The Lomlon must do without me 
for a time, for I have lost all interest about it; and 
whether I shall recover it again I know not. I will 
bridle my pen another time, and not teazo and pxizzle you 
with my aridities. I shall begin to feel a little more 
alive with the Spring. Winter is to me (mild or harsh) 
always a great trial of the spirits. I am ashamed not to 
have noticed your tribute to Woolman, whom we love so 
much. It is done in your good mminer. Your friend 
Taylor called upon me some time since, and seems a very 
amiable man. His last story is painfully fine. His 
book I like; it is only too stuffed with Scripture, too 
parsonish. The best thing in it is the boy’s own story. 
When I say it is too full of Scripture, I mean it is too 
Ml of direct quotations. Ho book can have too much 
of silent Scaipture in it ; but the natural power of a story 
is diminished when the uppermost purpose in the writer 
seems to be to recommend something else, viz. Religion. 
You know what Horace says of the Dem intersit. I am 
not able to explain myself, — ^you must do it for me. My 
sister’s part in the Leicester School ” (about two-thirds) 
was purely her own ; as it was (to the same quantity) in 
the ‘‘ Shakspearo Tales ” which bear my name. I wrote 
only the Witch Aunt”; the “First Going to Ohurch”; 
and the final stoiy, about “A little Indian Girl” in a 
ship. Your account of my black-balling amused me. I 
thinks m QmJkerSy tlwy did right There are some 
things hard to be understood. The more I think, the 
more I am vexed at having puzzled you with that 
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letter ; but I have been so out of letter-writing of late 
years, that it is a sore effort to sit down to it ; and I felt 
in your debt, and sat down waywardly to pay you in bad 
money. Never mind my dulness; I am used to long 
intervals of it. The heavens seem brass to me ; then 
again comes the refreshing shower — 

“I have been merry once or twice ere now.*' 

You said something about Mr. Mitford in a late 
letter, which I believe I did not advert to. I shall l>e 
happy to show him my Milton (it is all the show things 
I have) at any time he will take the trouble of a jaunt 
to Islington. I do also hope to see Mr. Taylor there 
some day. Pray say so to both. Coleridge's book is 
in good part printed, but sticks a little for more copy. 
It bears an unsaleable title, “Extracts from Bishop 
Leighton”; but I am confident there will Im plenty of 
good notes in it, more of Bishop Coleridge than Leighton, 
I hope ; for what is Leighton 1 Do you trouble yourself 
about libel cases 1 The decision against Hunt for the 
“Vision of Judgment” made me sick. What is to 
become of the good old talk about our good old King 
his personal virtues saving us from a revolution, etc. etc. 1 
Why, none that think can utter it now. It must stink. 
And the “vision” is really, as to him- ward, such a 
tolerant, good-humoured thing. What a wretched thing 
a Lord Chief Justice is, always was, and will be 1 

Keep your good spirits up, dear B. B. ; mine will 
return ; they are at present in abeyance ; but I am rather 
lethargic than miserable. I don't toaow but a good 
horsewhip would be more beneficial to me than physic. 
My head, without aching, will teach yours to acha It 
is well I am getting to the conclusion. I will send a 
better letter when I am a letter man. Let me thank 
you for your kind concern for me (which I trust will have 
reason soon to he dissipated), and assure you that it gives 
me pleasure to hear from you. 

Yours truly, 


C. L. 
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To CHARLES OLLIER. 

TjKTTEII COLXXIV.] [Jamuary 27, 1824.] 

Dear Ollier — Many thanks from both of ns for JnesUla, 
I wished myself younger, that I might have more enjoyed 
the terror of that desolate city, and the damned palace. 
I think it as fine as anything in its way, and wish you 
joy of success, etc. 

With better weather, I shall hope to see you at 
Islington. 

Meantime, believe me, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 
Scribbled midst official flurry. 


To BERNARD BARTOK 

hwvrm COLXX V.] February 26, 1824. 

My dear Sir —Your title of “ Poetic Vigils ’’ arrides 
me much more than a volume of verse, which is no 
meaning. The motto says nothing, but I cannot suggest 
a better. I do not like mottoes but where they are singu- 
larly felicitous; there is foppery in them. They are 
unplain, un-Quakerish. They are good only where they 
flow from the title, and are a kind of justification of it. 
There is nothing about watchings or lucubrations in the 
one you suggest; no commentary on vigils. By the 
way, a wag would recommend you to the line of Pope, 

** Sleepless Mmaelf— to give Ms readers sleep.” 

I by no means wish it ; but it may explain what I mean, 
— that a neat motto is child of the title. I think 
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“ Poetic Vigils ” as short and sweet tm can bo dosirod ; 
only have an eye on the proof, that the printer do not 
substitute Virgils, which would ill accord with your 
modesty or meaning. Your suggested motto is antique 
enough in spelling, and modern enough in phrascvs,- -a 
good modern antique ; but the matter of it is germane to 
the purpose, only supposing the title proposed a vindica- 
tion of yourself from the presumption of authorship. The 
first title was liable to this objection— that if you 'were 
disposed to enlarge it, and the bookseller insisfccMl on its 
appearance in two tomes, how oddly it would B(umd, “ A 
Volume of Verse in Two Volumes, Second Edition,’’ etc. 
You see through my wicked intention of curtailing this 
epistolet by the above device of large margin. But in 
truth the idea of letterising has been oppresBive to nus of 
late above your candour to give me credit for. There is 
Southey, whom I ought to have thanked a fortnight ago 
for a present of the “Church Book”: I have never luid 
courage to buckle myself in earnest even to a(‘knDwledge 
it by six words ; and yet I am accounted by some pef)plo 
a good man ! How cheap that character is acquired 1 
Pay your debts, don’t borrow money, nor twist your 
kitten’s neck off, nor disturb a congregation, etc., your 
business is done. I know things ^thoughts or thirigs, 
thoughts are things) of myself, whicm would make every 
friend I have fly me as a plague patient. I once 
and set a dog upon a crab’s leg that was shoved out 
under a mass of searweeds, — a pretty little feeler. Oh 
pah 1 how sick I am of that ! and a lie, a mean one, I 
once told ! — stink in the midst of respect. I am much 
hypt. fact is, my head is heavy, but there m hope ; 
or if not, I am better than a poor shell-fish , not morally, 
when I set the whelp upon it, but have more blood and 
spirits. Things may turn up, and I may creep again 
into a decent opinion of myself. V^inity will return witli 
sunshine. Till then, pardon my neglects, and impute it 
to the wintry solstice. 0. Lamb. 
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Lktteh CCLXXVI.J March 24, 1824. 

Dear B. B.— I hasten to say that if my opinion can 
strengthen you in your choice, it is decisive for your 
acceptance of what has been so handsomely offered. I 
can see nothing injurious to your most honourable sense. 
Think that you are called to a poetical Ministry — nothing 
worse : the Minister is worthy of the hire. The only 
objection I feel is founded on a fear that the acceptance 
may be a temptation to you to let fall the bone (hard as 
it is) which is in your mouth, and must afford tolerable 
pickings, for the shadow of independence. You cannot 
propose to become independent on what the low state of 
interest could jifford you from such a principal as you 
mention ; and the most graceful excuse for the acceptance 
would be, that it left you free to your voluntary functions. 
That is the less UgJvt part of the scruple. It has no 
darker shade. I put in darher because of the ambiguity 
of the word “ light,” which Donne, in his admirable poem 
on the Metempsychosis, has so ingeniously illustrated in 
his invocation — 

1 a IS 

“ Make my darlc heavy poem, light and light” 

where the two senses of light are opposed to different 
opposites. A trifling criticism. I can see no reason for 
any scruple then bxxt what arises from your own interest ; 
which is in your own power, of course, to solve. If you 
still have doubts, road over Sanderson’s Gases of Conr 
science, and Jeremy Taylor’s Ductor Duhitantium; the 
first a moderate octavo, the latter a folio of 900 close 
pages; and when you have thoroughly digested the 
admirable reasons pro and con which they give for every 

possible case, you will be just as wise as when you 

began. Every man is his own best casuist ; and after 
all, as Ephraim Smooth, in the pleasant comedy of Wild 
Oats, has it, “ there is no harm in a Guinea.” A fortiori 
there is less in 2000. 
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I therefore most sincerely congratulate with you, 
excepting so fax as excepted above. If you have fair 
prospects of adding to the principal, cut the Bank ; but 
in either case do not refuse an honest service. Your 
heart tells you it is not offered to bribe jonfrom any 
duty, but to a duty which you feel to be your vo(‘ation. 
Farewell heartily. tl. L. 


Lbtteb COLXXYIL] Jpril 1824. 

Dear B. B. — I am sure I cannot fill a latter, though 
I should disfumish my skull to fill it ; but you expect 
something, and shall have a notelet. Is Sunday, not 
divinely speaking, but humanly and holiduysiwilly, a 
blessing i Without its institution, would our nigged task- 
masters have given us a leisure day, so often, think you, 
as once in a month 1 or, if it hail not been iimtitutwl, 
might they not have given us every sixth day f Solve 
me this problem. If we are to go three times a»day to 
church, why has Sunday slipped into the notion of a 
hoUida.j'l A Hoivday I grant it. The Puritans, I 
have read in Southey^s book, knew the distinction. They 
made people observe Sunday rigorously, would not let a 
nursery-maid walk out in the fields with children for 
recreation on that day. But -they gave the peojde 
a holiday from all sorts of work eveiy second Tuesday. 
This was giving to the two Omsars that whicli was ku 
respective. Wise, beautiful, thoughtful, generous 
lators 1 Would Wilberforce give us our Tuesdays! No : 
(d — n him !) — he would turn the six days into sevenths, 

“ And those three smiling seasons of th© year 
Into a RnasiMi Winter.’'— *Oim Plat, 

I am sitti^ opposite a person who is making strange 
distortions with the gout, which is not unpleasant-— to me 
at least. What is the reason we do not sympathise with 
pain, short of some terrible surgicad operation 1 Ha^tt, 
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who boldly says all he feels, avows that not only he does 
not pity sick people, but he hates them. I obscurely 
recognise his meaning. Pain is probably too selfish a 
consideration, too simply a consideration of self-attention. 
We pity poverty, loss of friends, etc. — more complex 
things, in which the sufferer’s feelings are associated with 
others. This is a rough thought suggested by the pre- 
sence of gout ; I want head to extricate it and plane it. 
What is all this to your letter 1 I felt it to be a good 
one, but my turn, when I write at all, is perversely to 
travel out of the record, so that my letters are anything 
but answers. So you still want a motto! You must 
not take my ironical one, because your book, I take it, is 
too serious for it. Bickerstaff might have used it for his 
lucubrations. What do you think of (for a title) Religio 
Tremuli ? or Tremebundi f There is Religio-Medici and 
Laid. But perhaps the volume is not quite Quakerish 
enough, or exclusively so, for it. Your own “ Vigils ” is 
perhaps the best. While I have space, let me congratu- 
late with you the return of Spring: what a summery 
Spring too 1 all those qualms about the dog and cray-fish 
melt before it. I am going to be happy and vain again. 

A hasty farewell, 0. Lamb. 


LurrsE OOLXXVIII.] May 16, 1824. 

Dear B. B. — -I am oppressed with business all day, 
and Company all night. But I will snatch a quarter of 
an hour. Your recent acquisitions of the Picture and 
the Letter are greatly to be congratulated. I too have 
a picture of my father and the copy of his first love 
verses ; but they have been mine long. Blake is a real 
name, I assure you, and a most extraordinary man., if 
he be still living. He is the Robert Blake, whose 
wild designs accompany a splendid folio edition of the 
“Night Thoughts,” which you may have seen, in one of 
which he pictures the parting of soul and body by a solid 
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mass of human form floating off, God knows how, from a 
lumpish mass (fac Simile to itself) left behind on the 
dying bed. He paints in water colours marvellous strange 
pictures, visions of his brain, which he asserts that ho 
has seen. They have great merit. He has semi the old 
Welsh bards on Snowdon — he has seen the Beautifullest, 
the strongest, and the Ugliest Man, left alone from the 
Massacre of the Britons by the Eomans, and has painted 
them from memory (I have seen his paintings), and 
asserts them to be as good as the figures of Raphael and 
Angelo, but not better, as they had precisely the same 
retro-visions and prophetic visions with themself [himsell]. 
The painters in oil (which he will have it that neither of 
them practised) he affirms to have been tlia ruin of art, 
and affirms that all the while he was engaged in his 
Water paintings, Titian was disturbing him, Titian the 
111 Genius of Oil Painting. His Pictures— one in par- 
ticular, the Canterbury Pilgrims (far above Stothanrs)- ■ 
have great merit, but hard, dry, yet with grac.c. Ilii has 
written a Catalogue of them with a most spirited c.riti- 
cism on Chaucer, but mystical and full of Vision. His 
poems have been sold hitherto only in Manuscript. I 
never read them ; but a friend at my desire procured the 
“ Sweep Song.” There is one to a tiger, which I have 
heard recited, beginning — 

“ Tiger, Tiger, ’baming bright. 

Thro' the desarts of the night,” 

which is glorious, but, alas I I have not the book ; for 
the man is flown, whither I know not— to Hades or a 
Mad House. But I must look on him as one the 
most extraordinary persons of the age. Montgomei^s 
book I have not much hope from. The Society, witli 
the affected name, has been labouring at it for these 
20 years, and made few converts. I think it was 
uyndicious to mix stories avowedly colouPd by fiction 
with the sad true statements from the parliamentaiy 
records, etc., but I wish the little Negroes all the good 
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fcliat can come from it. I "batter’d my brains (not batter’d 
bhem— but it is a bad a) for a few verses for them, but 
I could make nothing of it. You have been luckier. 
But Blake’s are the flower of the set, you will, I am sure, 
agree, tho’ some of Montgomery’s at the end are pretty ; 
but the Dream awkwardly paraphras’d from B. 

With the exception of an Epilogue for a Private 
Theatrical, I have written nothing now for near 6 
months. It is in vain to spur me on. I must wait. I 
cannot write without a genial impulse, and I have none. 
’Tis barren all and dearth. No matter ; life is something 
without scribbling. I have got rid of my bad spirits, 
and hold up pretty well this rain-damn’d May. 

So we have lost another Poet. I never much relished 
his Lordsliip’s mind, and shall be sorry if the Greeks 
have cause to miss him. He was to me offensive, and I 
never can make out his great power, which his admirers 
talk of. Why, a line of Wordsworth’s is a lever to lift 
the immortal spirit 1 Byron can only move the Spleen. 
He was at best a Satyrist, — in any other way, he was 
mean enough. I daresay I do him injustice; but I 
cannot love him, nor squeeze a tear to his memory. He 
did not like the world, and he has left it, as Alderman 
Ourtis advised the Radicals, “If they don’t like their 
Country, damn ’em, let ’em leave it,” they possessing no 
rood of ground in England, and ho 10,000 acres. Byron 
was better than many Curtises. 

Farewell, and accept this apology for a letter from 
one who owes you so much in that kind. 

Yours ever truly, C. L. 

B. Barton, Knep, Woodhridge, Suffolk. 


Lettee CCLXXIX.] July 7, 1824. 

Dear B. B.— I have been suffering under a severe 
mfiammatioB of the eyes, notwithstanding which I reso- 
lutely went through your very pretty volume at once, 
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which I dare pronounce in no ways inferior to former 
lucubrations. ^'Abroad'' and are vile rhymes 

notwithstanding, and if you count you will wondtsr how 
many times you have repeated the word wmvrtldy ; 
thrice in one poem. It is become a slang word with the 
bards ; avoid it in future lustily. “ Time ” is fine ; but 
there are better a good deal, I think. The volume does 
not lie by me ; and after a long day’s smarting fatigue, 
which has almost put out my eyes (not blind however to 
your merits), I dare not trust myself with long writing. 
The verses to Bloomfield are the sweetest in the collection. 
Eeligion is sometimes lugged in, as if it did not come 
naturally. I wiU go over carefully when I get my set'ing, 
and exemplify. You have also too nuudi of singing 
metre, such as requires no deep ear to make ; lilting 
measure, in which you have done Woolman iiyuBtico. 
Strike at less superficial melodies. The piece on Naylor 
is more to my fancy. 

My eye runs waters. But I will ^ve you a fidler 
account some day. The book is a very pretty one in 
more than one sense. The decorative harp, perhaps, tex) 
ostentatious ; a simple pipe preferable. 

Farewell, and many thanks. 0, Lamb. 


To JOHN B. DIBBIN. 

Letter OOLXXX.] July 28 , 1824 . 

My dear Sir—I must appear negligent in not having 
thanked you for the very pleasant books you sent me. 
Arthur, and the Novd, we have both of us read witli 
unmixed satisfaction. They are full of quaint conceits, 
and running over with good-humour and good-nature. 1 
naturally take Ettle interest in story, but in tlmae the 
maimer and not the end is the inters t ^ it is such 
pleasant travelling one scarce cares whither it leads m, 
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Pray express our pleasure to your father with my best 
thanks. 

I am involved in a routine of visiting among the 
family of Barron Field, just returned from Botany Bay. 
I shall hardly have an open evening before Tuesday next. 
WiU you come to ub then ? 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


To THE Rev. II. P. CARY. 

East India Some^ 

hRTTBROCLXXXL] Augustin, 1824. 

Dear Sir— I shall have much pleasure in dining with 
you on Wednesday next, with much shame that I have 
not noticiod your kind present of the BirdSy which I 
found very chiii)iiig and whimsical. I believe at the time 
I was daily thinking of paying you a visit, and put it off 
—till 1 should come. Somehow it sHpt, and I must 
crave your pardon. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lbttbe CGLXXXIL] August 1824. 

Dear B. B.— I congratulate you on getting a house 
over your head. I find the comfort of it I am sure. At 
my town lodgings the mistress was always quarrelling 
with our maid, and at my place of rustication the whole 
family were always beating one another, brothers beating 
sisters (one, a most beautiful girl, lamed for Hfe), father 
beating sons and daughters, and son again beating his 
father, knocking him fairly down, a scene I never before 
witnessed, but was called out of bed by the unnatural 
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blows, the parricidal colour of which, though my morals 
could not but condemn, yet my reason did heartily 
approve, and in the issue the house was quieter for a day 
or so than I had ever known. I am nf>w iill harmony 
and quiet, even to the sometimes wishing back again 
some of the old rufflings. There is stunothing stirring in 
these civil broils. 

The album shall be attended to. If I c‘an light upon 
a few appropriate rhymos (but rhymes come with difficulty 
from me now) I shall beg a place in the neat margin of 
your young housekeeper. 

The “ Prometheus,” unhound, is a capital story. The 
literal rogue ! What if you had ordered Klfrida ” in 
sheets I she’d have been sent up I wamint you. Or bid 
him clasp his Bible (t.e. to his bosom), he*d have clapt 
on a brass clasp, no doubt. 

I can no more understand Shelley than you cnn. Ilis 
poetry is “thin sown with profit or delight.” Yet 1 
must point to your notice a sonnet conceived and expreBstul 
with a witty delicacy. It is that addressed to one who 
hated him, hut who could not persuade him to hat<i Mm 
again. His coyness to the other’s pjiHsiou— (for hate 
demands a return as much as love, and Htarves without 
it) — is most arch and pleasant Pray, like it very much. 
For his theories and nostrums, tln'y are oracular (snough i 
hut I either comprehend ’em not, or there is “ michiiig 
malice” and mischief in ’em, but, for the most part, 
ringing with their own emptiness. Hajrlitt said w<dl of 
’em — “ Many are the wiser and better for reading Shak- 
speare, but nobody was ever wiser or better for reading 
Shelley.” I wonder you will sow your correspondence 
on so barren a ground as I am, that make sucdii porir 
returns. But my head aches at the binre tlmught of 
letter-writing. I wish all the ink in the octean dried up, 
and woffid listen to the quills shivering up in the cmndle 
flame, like parching martyrs. The same indiaposition to 
write has stopped my “Elks” ; but you will see a futile 
effort in the next hTumber, “wrung from me with slow 
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pain.” The fact is, iny head is seldom cool enough. I 
am dreadfully indolent. To have to do anything — to 
order mo a new coat, for instance, though my old buttons 
are shelled like beans—is an effort. My pen stammers 
like my tongue. What cool craniums those old inditers 
of folios must have had 1— what a mortified pulse ! Well ; 
once more I throw myself on your mercy. Wishing peace 
in thy new dwelling, 0. Lamb. 


Lettbb OOLXXXIIL] September 30, 1824. 


Little book, surnamed of whiter 
Clean as yet, and fair to sight, 

Keep thy attribution right. 

Never dinproportion'd scrawl, 

Ugly blot (that^s worse than all) 

On thy maiden cleaniess fall ! 

In ea(5h letter here design’d, 

Let the reader emblem’d find 
NeatncBS of the owner’s mind 

GildiKl margins count a sin ; 

Let thy loaves attraction win 
By the golden rules within ; 

Sayings fetch’d from sages old ; 
Laws which Holy Writ unfold, 
Worthy to be graved in gold : 

Lighter fancies not excluding ; 
BlamelesB wit, with nothing rude in, 
Sometimes mildly interluding 
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Amid strains of graver mwisure ; 

Virtue’s self hath oft her plcaBure 
In sweet Muses’ groves of leisure. 

Kiddies dark, perplexing sense ; 

Darker meanings of offence ; 

What but sJmdes — be banislx’d hence 1 

Whitest thoughts, in whitest dross, 

Candid meanings, best express 
Mind of quiet Quakeress. 

Dear B. B. — “ I am ill at these numbers but if the 
above be not too mean to have a place in thy daughter’s 
sanctum, take them with pleasure. I Msurne that 
her name is Hannah, because it is a pretty scriptural 
cognomen. 

I began on another sheet of paper, and just as I had 
penned the second line of stanza two, an ugly blot fell, 
to illustrate my counsel. I am sadly givtm to l)lot, and 
modern blotting-paper gives no redress ; it only smears, 
and makes it worse. The only remedy is scratching out, 
which gives it a clerkish look. The most innocent blots 
are made with red ink, and are rather ornamental Marry, 
they are not always to be distinguished from the effusions 
of a cut finger. Well, I hope and trust thy tick-dolera, 
or however you spell it, is vanished, for I liave friglitful 
impressions of that tick, and do altogether hate it, m mi 
unpaid score, or the tick of a death-watch. I talce it to 
be a species of Vitus’s dance. (I omit the sanctity, writing 
to ‘‘one of the men called firiends.”) I knew a young 
lady who could dance no other ; she danced it through 
life, and very queer and fantastic were her steps. 

Heaven bless thee from such measures, and keep thee 
from the foul fiend, who delights to lead after false fires 
in the night. Flibbertigibbet, that giv^ the web and the 
pin, and I forget what else. 

From my den, as Bunyan has it, 30th Sep. 1824. 

0. L. 
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To Mrs. COLLIER. 

IiUTTKii CGLXXXiV.] NommUr 2, 1824. 

Dear Mrs. Collier — We receive so much pig from your 
kindness, that I really have not phrase enough to vary 
successive acknowledgments. 

I think I shall get a printed form to serve on all 
occasions. 

To say it was young, crisp, short, luscious, dainty- 
toed, is but to say what all its predecessors have been. 
It was eaten on Sunday and Monday, and doubts only 
exist as to which temperature it eat best, hot or cold. 
I incline to the latter. The Petty-feet made a pretty 
surprising prmgiistation for supper on Saturday night, 
just as I was loathingly in expectation of brencheese. I 
spell as I speak. 

I do not know what news to send you. You will 
have heard of Alsager^s death, and your son John’s 
success in the Lotteiy. I say he is a wise man if he 
leaves off while he is well. The weather is wet to 
weariness^ but Mary goes puddling about a-shopping 
after a gown for tlio winter. She wants it good and 
cheap. Now I hold that no good things are cheap, pig- 
presents always excepted. In this mournful weather I 
sit moping, where I now write, in an office dark as 
Erebus, jammed in between four walls, and writing by 
Candle-Liglit, most melancholy. Never see the light of 
the sun six hours in the day ; and am surprised to find 
how pretty it shines on Sundays. I wish I were a 
Caravan driver, or a Penny postman, to earn my bread 
in air and sunshine. Such a pedestrian as I am, to be 
tied by the lep, like a Fauntleroy, without the pleasure 
of his Exactions 1 I am interrupted here with an official 
question wliich will take me up till it’s time to go to 
dinner. So with repeated thanks and both our kindest 

TOL. ir. I 
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remembrances to Mr. Collier and yourttoif, I coiudude 
in haste, ^ 

Yours and his sincerely, C. IjAiMB. 

On farther inquiry Alsager is not dead ; but Mrs. A 
is bro^ to bed. 

From my Den in LeadenhaUL 


To B. W. PEOOTEE. 

Letter COLXXXV.] LeadmihaUf Mm-mher 11/24. 

My dear Procter — I do agnise a shame in not Inmng 
been to pay my congratulations to Mrs. Pmcter and your 
happy self, but on Sunday (my only morning) I was 
engaged to a country walk ; and in virtue of the hypo- 
statical union between us, when Mary calls, it is understood 
that I call too, we being univocal. 

But indeed I am iU at these ceremonious inductions. 
I fancy I was not bom with a call on my head, though 
I have brought one down upon it with a vengeance, I 
love not to pluck that sort of fruit crude, but to stay its 
ripening into visits. In probability Mary will be at 
Southampton Eow this morning, and something of that 
kind be matured between you, but in any case not many 
hours shall elapse before I shake you by the hand. 

Meantime give my kindest felicitations to Mrs. Proeter, 
and assure her I look forward with the greatest delight 
to our acquaintance. By the way, the deuce a bit of 
cake has come to hand, which hath an inauspicious look 
at first, but 1 conMort myself that that Mysterious Service 
hath the propedy of Sacramental Brwd, which mice 
cannot nibble, nor iime moulder. 

I am married myself to a severe step -wife, who 
keeps ine, not at bed and board, but at desk and board, 
and is jealous of my morning abenrations. I cannot slip 
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out to congrattikte kinder unions. It is well she leaves 

me alone o’liighta, — the d d Day-hag Bnsiness. She 

is even now peeping over me to see I am writing no 
love letters. I come, my dear— Where is the Indigo 
Sale Book 1 

Twenty aditnis, iny dear friends, till we meet. 

Yours most traly, 0. Lamb. 


To Miss HUTOHUSTSON. 

Letter CGLXXXVL] Ikd\ November 11, 182-1 

My dear Miss flutehinson— Mary bids me thank you 
for your kind letter. We are a little puzzled about your 
wherealx)utH. Miss Wordsworth writes Torkay, and you 
havc^ (pxeerly madt^ it Tonpiay. Now Tokay wo have 
luuird of, and Torbay, whicdi we taka to be the tnie mak 
spelling of the plm^e ; but somewhere we fancy it to be 
on Devon’s leafy shores,” where we luiirtily wish the 
kindly breeziy may restore all that is invalid among you. 
Robinson is retunuul, mid speaks much of you all. We 
shall k most glad to hear good news from you from timc^ 
to time. The kst is, Procter is at last married. We 
have miula sundry attempts to see the bride, but have 
aocidentally failed, she being gone out a-gadding. We 
luul promised our dear friends the MonkhouHCs— promised 
ourselves mther— a visit to them at Eamsgato; but I 
thought it boat, and Mary seemed to have it at heart too, 
not to go far from home these hist holydays. It is con- 
necte#d with a reuse {>f unsettlmnent, and secretly I know 
she ho|>ed that such abstineneo would be friendly to her 
health. Bha certainly has e^imjied her sad yearly visita- 
tion, wh<dh(»r ifi (sonsaquenco of it, or of faith in it, and 
we have to be thankful for a good 1824. To get sucdi a 
notion into our hi'iuls may go a gi*cat way imother year. 
Not that we quite confined ourselvwj but assuming 
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IdiBgtoE to h% hetdquiyrtem, w© iiiiitle tiiiiul lights to 
Wiyre, Watfoni, eto., to try how the tniutii tiwteti, for a 
Eight out or so, not long enough to make the sonso of 
change opprcssivCj but suilicieut to smur the niit of homo. 
Ooleridg© is not returned from the sea. As a little Bcmndal 
may divert you reolusw, we were in the Bummer dining 
at a clergyman of Southey^ ‘^Chtirch of England/* at 
Hertford, the same who offlciatcd to Tlmrteira hwt 
moments, and indeed an old eontem|K)mry lllue of 0.*8 
and mine at school After dinner w© talkmi of 0. ; and 
F., who is a mighty good fellow in the main, but hath 
his cassock preju^oes, inveighed against the moral 
character of 0. I endeavour^ to enlighten him on 
the subject, M having driven Mm out of some of his 
holds, he stopped my mouth at once by appeMing to me 
whether it was not very well known that 0. at that 
very moment was living in a state of o|>en adultery with 
Mrs. ****** at Highgatel” Nothing I could say, 
serious or bantering, after that, coMd remove the deep 
inrooted conviction of the whole company assembled that 
such was the case 1 Of course you will keep this quite 
dose, for I would not involve my poor blundering friend, 
who I daresay beHeved it Ml thorougldy. My inter- 
ference of course was imputed to the goodness of my 
heart, that could imagine nothing wrong, etc. Such it 
is if la^es will go gadding about with other p^oplds 
husbands at watering-places. How carefUl we should b© 
to avoid the apparance of evil I 

I thoui^t lins anecdote might amuse you. It is not 
worth resenting seriously ; only I give it as a specimen 
of orthodox candour. 0 Southey, Southey, how long 
would it^ be before you would find one of us Unitarians 
propagating sudr unwarrantable scandal I Providence 
keep you all ftom the foul fiend, scandal, and send you 
back well and happy to dear Q-loster Place I 0. L. 

Miss Hutchinson, 

T. MonkLouse, Bsq,, 

Strand, Torkay, Totbay, Bevon. 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

Le'OTE OCLXXXVIL] December 1, 1824. 

Dear B. B. — If Mr. Mitford will send me a full and 
circumstantial description of his desired vases, I will 
transmit the same to a gentleman resident at Canton, 
whom I think I have interest enough in to take the 
proper care for their execution. But Mr. M. must have 
patience. China is a great way off, further perhaps than 
he thinks ; and his next yearns roses must be content to 
wither in a Wedgwood pot. He will please to say 
whether he should like his Arms upon them, etc. I send 
herewith some patterns which suggest themselves to me 
at the first blush of the subject, but he will probably 
consult his own taste after alL 



The last pattern is obviously fitted for ranunculuses 
only. The two former may indifferently hold daisies, 
marjoram, sweet-williams, and that sort My friend in 
Canton is Inspector of Teas ; his name is Ball ; and I can 
think of no better tunnel I shall expect Mr. M,^s 
decision. 

Taylor and Hessey finding their magazine goes off very 
heavily at 2s. 6d. are prudently going to raise their price 
another shilHng j and having already more authors than 
they want, intend to increase the number of them. If 
they set up against the New Monthly they must change 
their present hands. It is not tying the dead carcase 
of a Review to a half-dead Magazine will do their 
business. It is like George Dyer multiplying his volumes 
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to make ^em sell better. Wheu he fhicla one will not go 
off, be publishes two ; two stiek, ha tries three ; three hang 
fire, be is oonMeut that four will have a k^tter chance. 

And now, my deiwr sir, trilling apirt, the gloomy 
cAtastropbe of yesterday morning promptu a sadder 
vein. The fate of the unfortunate Faimtlaroy makes me, 
whether I will or no, to cast relltHiting eyc's around on 
such of my friends as, by a purity of situation, are exposed 
to a similarity of temptation. My very style seems to 
myself to become more impressive than mmal, with the 
change of theme. Who that standeth, knoweth but he 
may yet Ml 1 Your hands as yet, I am most willing to 
bebeve, have never deviated into otheris proj^erty. You 
think it impossible that you could ever commit so heinous 
an offence 3 but so thought Fauntleroy once ; so have 
thought many besides him, who at last have expiated as 
he bath done. You are m yet upright ; but you are a 
banker, at least the next thing to it. I fed the delicacy 
of the subject j but cash must pass through yotir hands, 
sometimes to a great amount. If in an unguarded hour 

but I will hope better. Consider the scandal it will 

bring upon those of your persuasion. Thousands would 
go to see a Quaker hanged, that would he indifhirent to 
the fate of a Presbyterian or an Anabaptist Think of 
the effect it would have on the sale of your poems alone, 
not to mention higher considerations 1 I tremble, I am 
sure, at myself, when I think that so many poor victims 
of the law, at one time of them life, made as sura of never 
being hanged, as I in my presumption am too ready to 
do myself What are we better than they f Do we come 
into the world with different necks f Is there any dis- 
tincrive mark under our left ears ? Are we unstrangulahle, 
I ask yout Think of these thmgs. I am shocked 
sometimes at the shape of my own fingers, not for their 
resemblance to the ape tribe (which is something), but 
for the exquisite adaptation of them to the purposes of 
picking, fingering, eta Ifo one that is so framed, I 
maintain it, but should treble. 0. L. 
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To HAMUEL TAYLOE COLERIDGE. 

Lkwer CCLXXXVIIL] 1824. 

Deal' Coleridge— Why will you make your visits, 
which should give pleasure, matter of regret to your 
friends ^ You never come but you take away some folio, 
that is p^irt of my existence. With a great deal of diffi- 
culty I was made to comprehend the extent of my loss. 
My maid, Becky, brought me a dirty bit of paper, which 
contained her description of some book which Mr. 
Coleridge had taken away. It was “Luster’s Tables,” 
which, for some time, I could not make out. “ What ! 
has he carried away any of the tahlesy Becky 1” “ No, it 

wasn’t any tables, but it was a book that he called 
Luster’s Tables.” I was obliged to search personally 
among my shelves, and a huge fissure suddenly disclosed 
to me the true nature of the damage I had sustained. 
That book, Coleridge, you should not have taken away, 
for it is not mine ; it is the property of a firiend, who 
does not know its value, nor indeed have I been very 
sedulous in explaining to him the estimate of it ; but was 
rather contented in giving a sort of corroboration to a 
hint that he let fall, as to its being suspected to be not 
genuine, so that in all probability it would have fallen to 
me as a deodand ; not but I am as sure it is Luther’s as I 
am sure that Jack Bunyan wrote the Filgrim^s Frogresa; 
but it was not for me to pronounce upon the validity of 
testimony that had been disputed by leameder clerks 
than I j so I quietly let it occupy the place it had 
usurped upon my shelves, and should never have thought 
of issuing an ejectment against it ; for why should I be 
so bigoted as to allow rites of hospitality to none but my 
own books, children, etc. ? — a species of egotism I abhor 
from my heart. No ; let ’em aU snug together, Hebrews 
and Proselytes of the gate ; no selfish partiality of mine 
Shan make distinction between them. I charge no ware- 
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hotBe room for my firloadi* oommmilti« ; they are wel- 
wme to come aad st^ as long as they like, without 
p.ymg rent I hafo Mveral sueli strangtire that I treat 
with more than Arabian courtesy. Theresa a € 0 {)y of 
Mor6*8 fine poem, which is mm of mirie, liut I cherish 
it as my own. I am none of thtMO ehurllah lantllords 
that adyertise the goods to be taken away in ten days’ 
time, or then to be sold to pay ei|Kms«. So you sea I 
had no right to lend you that bwk, I may lend you 
my own l^ks, becanse it is at my own hiiMti ,* but it 
is not honest to hazard a Mead’s property; I always 
make that totenotion. I hope you will bring it with 
you, or send it by Hartley ; or he can bring tlmt, and 
you the PolmnwcU Dmourms^ and eome and eat some 
atoning mutton with us one of these days shortly. We 
are engaged two or three Sundays deep, but always dine 
at home on week-days at half-pst four. So eome aH 
four — ^men and books I mean. My third shelf (northern 
compartment) j&rom the top has two devilish p.]^, where 
yon have knocked out its two eye-teeth. 

Your wronged Mend, 0, Lamb. 


To LEIGH HUNT. 

Lktebe OOLXXXIX.] [End of 1824.] 

Lcxttstkxzzxmo SxGHiiroB — ^I have obeyed your mandate 
to a tittle. I accompany this with a volume ; but what 
have you done with the first I sent you I Have you 
swapped it with some lazzaroni for macaroni, or pledged 
it with a gondolierer for a passage ? P^radvantmi the 
Oardinal Qor^aln took a fancy to it ; his Eminence has 
done my Nearness an honour. ’Tis hut a step to the 
Vatican. As you judge, my works do not enddbi the 
workman ; bnt I get vat I can for ’on. They keep 
diag^g me on, a poor, worn mih-hors^ In the eternal 
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round of the damned magazine ; but ^tis they are blind, 
not I Oolbum (where I recognise with delight the gay 
W. Honeycomb renovated) hath the ascendency. I was 
with the Hovellos last week. They have a large, cheap 
house and garden, with a dainty library (magnificent) 
without books ; but what will make you bless yourself 
(I am too old for wonder), sometliing has touched the 
right organ in Vincentio at last. He attends a Wesleyan 
chapel on Kingsland Green. He at first tried to laugh 
it off ; he only wont for the singing ; but the cloven foot 
— I retract«—the lamb’s trotters are at length apparent. 
Mary Isabella attnbutes it to a lightness induced by his 
headaches ; but I think I see in it a less accidental 
influence. Mr, Olark is at perfect staggers I the whole 
fabric of his infidelity is shaken. He has no one to join 
him in his horse-insults and indecent obstreperousnesses 
against Christianity; for Holmes (the bonny Holmes) 
is gone to Salisbury to be organist, and Isab^a and the 
Olark make but a feeble quorum. The children have all 
neat little clasped pray-books ; and I have laid out seven 
shillings and eightpence in Watts’s Hymns for Christmas 
presents for them. The eldest girl alone holds out. She 
has been at Boulogne, skirting upon the vast focus of 
Atheism, and imported bad principles in patois French. 
But the strongholds are crumbling. N, appears as yet 
to have but a confused notion of the Atonement. It 
makes him giddy, he says, to think much about it ; but 
such giddiness is spiritud sobriety. WeU, Byron is gone ; 

and is now the best poet in England. Fill up the 

gap to your fancy. Barry Cornwall has at last carried 
the pretty A[nne] S^kepper], They are just in the 
treacle-moon. Hope it won’t clog his wings (gaum, we 
used to say at school). Mary, my sister, has worn me 
out with eight weeks’ cold and toothache, her average 
complement in the Winter; and it will not go away. 
She is otherwise weU, and reads novels all day long. She 
has had an exempt year, a good year ; for which, forget- 
ting the minor calamity, she and I are most thanldPiil. 
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Alsager is in a flourislimg house, with wife and children 
about him, in Mecklenburg Square,— almost too fme to 
visit. Barron Field is come homo from Sydney ; but as 
yet I can hear no tidings of a pension. Ha is plump 
and friendly ; his wife, really a very superior woman. 
He resumes the bar. I have got acquainted with Mr. 
Irving, the Scotch preacher, whose fame must have 
reached you. He is an humble disciple at the foot of 
Gamaliel S. T. 0. Judge how his own sectarists must 
stare, when I tell you he has dedicated a book to S. T. 0., 
acknowledging to have learnt more of the nature of faith, 
Christianity, and Christian Church, from him than from 
all the men he ever conversed with i Ho is a most 
amiable, sincere, modest man in a room, this Boanerges 
in the temple. Mrs. Montague told him the dedication 
would do him no good. ** That shall l)e a rcMon for 
doing it,” was his answer. Judge, now, whether this 
man be a quack. Dear H., take this imperiect notelet 
for a letter : it looks so much the more like (conversing 
on nearer terms. Love to all the Himte, old friend 
Thornton, and all 

Yours ever, O. Lamb. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

OoUbrMk (hUage^ Mingkm^ 
Lettbr COXO.] January 7, 1826. 

Dear ABsop — I acknowledge with thanks the receipt 
of a draft on Messrs. Wms. for £81:11 : 3 which I haste 
to cash in the present alarming state of the money market. 
Hurst and Bobinson gone. I have imagined a Chorus of 
Ol-used Authors singing on the Occasion ; 

What should we when Booksellers break I 

We should rejoice. 

Da capo. 

We re^et exceedingly Mrs. AUsop's being unwell. 
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Mary or both will come and see her soon. The frost is 
cruel, and we have both colds. I take Pills again, which 
battle with your Wine ; and Victory hovers doubtful. 
By the by, tho’ not disinclined to presents, I remember 
our bargain to take a dozen at sale price, and must demur. 

With once again thanks and beat loves to Mrs. A. 

Turn over — Yours, 0. Lamb. 


To JOHN B. DIBDIN. 

Li'n’TBR COXOL] E. /. i/., Janm/ry 11, 1825. 

My Dear Sir — Pray return my best thanks to your 
father for his little volume. It is like all of his I have 
seen — ^spirited, good-humoured, and redolent of the wit 
and humour of a century ago. He should have lived 
with Gay and his set. The Ghessiad is so clever that I 
relished it in spite of my total ignorance of the game. I 
have it not before me, but I remember a capital simile of 
the Charwoman letting in her Watchman husband, which 
is better than Butler’s Lobster turned to Bed. Hazard is 
a ^and character — Jove in his Chair. When you are 
disposed to leave your one room for my six, Colebrooke 
is where it was ; and my sister begs me to add that as 
she is disappointed of meeting your sister your way^ we 
shall be most happy to see her our way, when you have 
an evening to spare. Do not stand on ceremonies and 
introductions, but come at once. I need not say that if 
you can induce your father to join the party it will be so 
much the pleasanter. Can you name an evening next 
toeek ? I give you long credit. 

Meantime am, as usual, yours truly, C, L. 

When I saw the Ghessiad advertised by C. D. the 
younger, I hoped it might be yours. What title is left 
for you 1 

Charles Dibdin the younger, junior. 

0 no, you are Timothy ! 
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we have had none, but plenty of foul weather. I have 
lately picked up an epigram which pleased me — 

“ Two noble earls, wbora. if I quote, 

Some folks might call me siimer, 

The one invented half a coat, 

The other half a dinner. 

“ The plan was good, as some will say ; 

And fitted to console one; 

Because, in this poor starving day 
Few can afford a whole one.' 

I have made the lame one still lamer by imperfect 
memory; but spite of bald diction, a little done to it 
might improve it into a good one. You have nothing 
else to do at Torquay. Suppose you try it. Well, God 
bless you all, as wishes Mary most sincerely, with many 
thanks for letter, etc. Elia. 

To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Colelrodky Tuesday^ 

Lettek COXOIII.] Jem, 25, 1825. 

Dear Novello — My sister’s cold is as obstinate as an 
old Handelian, whom a modern amateur is trying to con- 
vert to Mozart-ism. As company must, and always does, 
injure it, Emma and I propose to come to you in the 
evening of to-morrow, instead of meeting here. An early 
bread-and-cheese supper at half-past eight will oblige us. 
Loves to the bearer of many children. 0 . Lamb. 

I sign with a black seal, that you may [begin] 
to think her cold has killed Mary; which will be an 
agreeable unsurprise when you read the note. 

V. Novello, Esq., Green, Shaoklewell. 

To BEBNARD BARTON, 

Lettee OCXOIV.] Felrumy 10, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — I am vexed that ugly paper should have 
offended. I kept it as clear from objectionable phrases 
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as possible, and it was Hessey^s fault, and my weakness, 
that it did not appear anonymous. No more of it, for 
God’s sake. The “Spirit of the Age” is by Hazlitt. 
The characters of Coleridge, etc., he had done better in 
former publications, the praise and the abuse much 
stronger, etc.; but the new ones are capitally done. 
Horne Tooke is a matchless portrait. My advice is, to 
borrow it rather than buy it. I have it. He has laid 
too many colours on my likeness ; but I have had so 
much injustice done me in my own name, that I make a 
rule of accepting as much over-measure to Elia as gentle- 
men think proper to bestow. Lay it on and spare not. 
Your gentleman brother sets my mouth a-watering after 
liberty. Oh that I were kicked out of Leadenhall with 
every mark of indignity, and a competence in my fob I 
The birds of the air would not be so free as I should. 
How I would prance and curvet it, and pick up cowslips, 
and ramble about purposeless, as an idiot I The Author- 
mometer is a good fancy. I have caused great specula- 
tion in the dramatic (not thy) world by a lying “ Life of 
Liston,” all pure invention. The town has swidlowod 
it, and it is copied into newspapers, play-bills, etc., as 
authentic. You do not know the Droll, and possibly 
missed reading the article (in our first Number, new 
series). A life more improbable for him to have lived 
would not be easily invented. But your rebuke, coupled 
with “ Dream on J. Bunyan,” checks me. I’d rather do 
more in my favourite way, but feel dry. I must laugh 
sometimes. I am poor Hypochondriacus, and not Liston. 
The second Number is all trash. What are T. and H. 
about 1 Why did poor Scott die ? There was comfort 
in writing with such associates as were his little band of 
scribblers ; some gone away, some affronted away, and 1 
am left as the solitary widow looking for water-cresses. 
The only clever hand they have is Barley, who has written 
on the Dramatists under the name of John Lacy. But 
Ms function seems suspended. 

I have been harassed more than usually at office 
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whichi has stopt nay correspondence lately. I write with 
a confused aching head, and you must accept this apology 
for a letter. 

I will do something soon, if I can, as a peace-offering 
to the queen of the East Angles — something she shan’t 
scold about. For the present farewell, 

Thine, 0. L. 

I am fifty years old this day. Drink my health. 

To THOMAS MANNma. 

Lettkr OCXOV.] [Early in 1825.] 

My dear M. — ^You might have come inopportunely a 
week since, when we had an inmate. At present and 
for as long as ever you like, our castle is at your service. 
I saw T[uthill] yesternight, who has done for me 
what may 

“ To all my niglits and days to come, 

Give solely sovran sway and masterdom.” 

But I dare not hope, for fear of disappointment. I can- 
not be more explicit at present. But I have it under 
his own hand, that I am wo?t-capacitated (I cannot 
write it in-) for business. 0 joyous imbecility ! ISTot a 
susurration of this to anybody / 

Mary’s love. 0. Lamb, 

To BEENAED BAETON. 

Letter OOXCVL] March 23, 1825. 

Dear B. B. — I have had no impulse to write, or 
attend to any single object but myself for weeks past — 
my single self, I — by myself — I. I am sick of hope 
deferred. The grand wheel is in agitation, that is to 
turn up my Fortune ; but round it rolls, and will turn up 
nothing. I have a glimpse of freedom, of becoming a 
Gentleman at large ; but I am put ojff from day to day. 
I have ojffered my resignation, and it is neither accepted 
nor rejected. Eight weeks am I kept in this fearful 
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suspense. Guess what an absorbing stake I feel it I 
am not conscious of the existence of friends present or 
absent The East India Directors alone can be that 
thing to me or not. I have just learned that nothing 
will be decided this week. Why the next 1 Why any 
week ? It has fretted me into an itch of the fingers ; I 
rub ’em against paper, and write to you, rather than not 
aUay this scorbuta. 

While I can write, let me abjure you to have no 
doubts of Irving. Let Mr. Mitford drop his disrespect. 
Irving has prefixed a dedication (of a missionary subject, 
first part) to Coleridge, the most beautiful, cordial, and 
sincere. He there acknowledges his obligation to S. T, 0. 
for his knowledge of Gospel truths, the nature of a 
Christian Church, etc., to the talk of Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge (at whose Gamaliel feet he sits weekly), ratlier 
than to that of all the men living. This from him, the 
great dandled and petted sectarian — to a religious charatjter 
so equivocal in the world’s eye as that of S. T. C., so 
foreign to the Kirk’s estimate — can this man be a quack ? 
The language is as affecting as the spirit of the dedication. 
Some friend told him, ‘‘This dedication will do you no 
good,” i.e, not in the world’s repute, or with your own 
people. “ That is a reason for doing it,” quoth Irving, 

I am thoroughly pleased with him. He is firm, out- 
speaking, intrepid, and docile as a pupil of Pythagoras. 
You must like him. 

Yours, in tremors of painful hope, 0, Lamb, 


To WILLIAM WORDSWOETH. 

Letter CCXOTIL] CoUlrodlc Oottag&, April 6, 1825. 

Dear Wordsworth— -I have been several times medi- 
tating a letter to you concerning the good thing which 
has befallen me, but the thought of poor Monkhouse 
came across me. He was one that I had exulted in the 
prospect of congratulating me. He and you were to 
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have been the first participators, for indeed it has been 
ten weeks since the first motion of it. Here am I then, 
after thirty-three years' slavery, sitting in my own room 
at eleven o'clock this finest of all April mornings, a freed 
man, with £441 a year for the remainder of my life, live 
I as long as J ohn Dennis, who outlived his annuity and 
starved at ninety ; £441, ^.e. £450, with a deduction of 
£9 for a provision secured to my sister, she being sur- 
vivor, the pension guaranteed by Act Georgii Tertii, etc. 

I came home for ever on Tuesday in last week. 
The incomprehensibleness of my condition overwhelmed 
me. It was like passing from life into eternity. Every 
year to be as long as three, i.e, to have three times as 
much real time (time that is my own) in it 1 I wandered 
about thinking I was happy, but feeling I was not. But 
that tumultuousness is passing off, and I begin to under- 
stand the nature of the gift. Holydays, even the annual 
month, wore always uneasy joys ; their conscious fugitive- 
nesa ; the craving after making the most of them. How, 
when all is holyday, there are no holydays. I can sit at 
home, in rain or shine, without a restless impulse for 
walkings. I am daily steadying, and shall soon find it as 
natural to me to be my own master, as it has been irksome 
to have had a master. Mary wakes every morning with 
an obscure feeling that some good has happened to us. 

Leigh Hunt and Montgomery, after their releasements, 
describe the shock of their emancipation much as I feel 
mine. But it hurt their frames. I eat, drink, and sleep 
as sound as ever. I lay no anxious schemes for going 
hither and thither, but take things as they occur. Yester- 
day I excursioned twenty miles; to-day I write a few 
letters. Pleasuring was for fugitive play-days ; mine are 
fugitive only in the sense that life is fugitive. Freedom 
and life co-existent ! 

At the foot of such a call upon you for gratulation, I 
am ashamed to advert to that melancholy event. Monk- 
house was a character I learned to love slowly, but it 
grew upon me, yearly, monthly, daily. What a chasm 

VOL. xr. 
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has it made in our pleasant parties I His noble friendly 
face was always coming before me, till this hurrying 
event in my life came, and for the time has absorbed all 
interest ; in fact it has shaken me a little. My old desk 
companions, with whom I have had such merry hours, 
seem to reproach me for removing my lot from among 
them. They were pleasant creatures ; but to the anxieties 
of business, and a weight of possible worse ever impending, 
I was not equal. Tuthill and Gillman gave me my certi- 
ficates. I laughed at the friendly lie implied in them ; 
but my sister shook her head, and said it was all true. 
Indeed, this last Winter I was jaded out : Winters were 
always worse than other parts of the year, because the 
spirits are worse, and I had no daylight. In Summer I 
had daylight evenings. The relief was hinted to me 
from a superior Power, when I, poor slave, had not a 
hope but that I must wait another seven years with 
Jacob : and lo ! the Rachel which I coveted is brought 
to me ! 

Have you read the noble dedication of Irving’s “ Mis- 
sionary Orations” to S. T. 0. ? Who shall call this man 
a quack hereafter? What the Kirk will think of it 
neither I nor Irving care. When somebody suggested to 
him that it would not be likely to do him good, videlicet, 
among his own people, “That is a reason for doing it,” 
was his noble answer. That Irving thinks he has profited 
mainly by S. T. 0., I have no doubt. The very style of 
the Dedication shows it. 

Communicate my news to Southey, and beg his 
pardon for my being so long acknowledging his kind 
present of the “ Church,” which circumstances, having no 
reference to himself, prevented at the time. Assure him 
of my deep respect and friendliest feelings. 

Divide the same, or rather each take the whole to 
you — I mean you and all yours. To Miss Hutchinson I 
must write separate. 

Farewell 1 and end at last, long selfish latter. 

0. Lamb. 
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To BERNAEB BARTON. 

Lettee CCXCVIIL] A'pril 6, 1825. 

Dear B. B. — My spirits are so tumultuary with the 
novelty of my recent emancipation, that I have scarce 
steadiness of hand, much more mind, to compose a letter. 
I am free, B. B. — free as air 1 

“ The little bird that wings the sky 
Knows no such liberty.’' 

I was set free on Tuesday in last week at four o’clock. 
I came home for ever ! 

I have been describing my feelings as well as I can to 
Wordsworth in a long letter, and don’t care to repeat. 
Take it briefly, that for a few days I was painfully 
oppressed by so mighty a change, but it is becoming 
daily more natural to me. I went and sat among ’em all 
at my old thirty-three years’ desk yester morning; and, 
deuce take me, if I had not yearnings at leaving all my 
old pen-and-ink fellows, merry, sociable lads, at leaving 
them in the lurch, fag, fag, fag 1 — The comparison of my 
own superior felicity gave me anything but pleasure. 

B. B., I would not serve another seven years for seven 
hundred thousand pounds ! I have got £441 net for 
life, sfinctioned by Act of Parliament, with a provision 
for Mary if she survives me. I will live another fifty 
years ; or, if I live but ten, they will be thirty, reckoning 
the quantity of real time in them, ^.e. the time that is 
a man’s own. Tell me how you like “ Barbara S.” Will 
it be received in atonement for the foolish “ Vision ” ? — I 
mean by the lady. A-propos, I never saw Mrs Orawford 
in my life ; nevertheless ’tis all true of somebody. 

Address me, in future, Oolebrook Cottage, Islington. 
I am really nervous (but that will wear off), so take 
this brief announcement. 

Yours truly, 


0, L. 
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To Miss HUTCHIxNSON. 

Letter OOXOIX.] ' AprU 18, 1826. 

Dear Miss Hiitchiuson — ^You want to know all about 
my gaol delivery. Take it then. About twelve weeks 
since I had a sort of intimation that a resignation might 
he well accepted from me. This was a kind bird^s 
whisper. On that hint I spake. Gillman and Tuthill 
furnished me with certificates of wasted health and sore 
spirits — not much more than the truth, I promise you— 
and for nine weeks I was kept in a fright. I had gone 
too far to recede, and they might take advantage, and 
dismiss me with a much less sum than I had reckoned 
on. However, liberty came at last, with a liberal pro- 
vision. I have given up what I could have lived on in 
the country \ but have enough to live here, by manage- 
ment and scribbling occasionally. I would not go bacjk 
to my prison for seven years longer for £10,000 a year; 
seven years after one is fifty, is no trifle to give up. Still 
I am a young pendmer, and have served but thirty-three 
years ; very few, I assure you, retire before forty, forty- 
five, or fifty years’ service. 

You will ask how I bear my freedom? Faith, for 
some days I was staggered ; could not comprehend the 
magnitude of my deliverance; was confused, giddy; 
knew not whether I was on my head or my heel, as they 
say. But those giddy feelings have gone away, and my 
weather-glass stands at a degree or two above 

CONTENT. 

I go about quiet, and have none of that restless hunt- 
ing after recreation which made holydays formerly uneasy 
joys. All being holydays, I feel as if I had none, as they 
do in heaven, where ’tis all red-letter days. I have a 
kind letter from the Wordsworths, congra^nlatmy not 
a little. It is a damp, I do assure you, amid all my 
prospects, that I can receive none from a quarter upon 
which I had calculated, almost more than from any, 
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upon receiving congratulations. I had grown to like 
poor Monkhouse more and more. I do not esteem a soul 
living or not living more warmly than I had grown to 
esteem and value him. But words are vain. We have 
none of us to count upon many years. That is the only 
cure for sad thoughts. If only some died, and the rest 
were permanent on earth, what a thing a friend’s death 
would be then ! 

I must take leave, having put off answering a load of 
letters to this morning ; and this, alas ! is the first. 
Our kindest remembrances to Mrs. Monkhouse, 

And believe us yours most truly, 0. Lamb. 

To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Letter COO.] [Middle of May 1826.] 

Dear W. — I write post-haste to ensure a frank. 
Thanks for your hearty congratulations. I may now date 
from the sixth week of my ‘‘Hegira, or Flight from 
Leadenhall.” I have lived so much in it, that a Summer 
seems already past ; and ’tis but early May yet with you 
and other people. How I look down on the slaves and 
drudges of the world ! Its inhabitants are a vast cotton- 
web of spin-spin-spinners ! 0 the carking cares ! 0 the 

money-grubbers ! Sempiternal muckworms ! 

Your Virgil I have lost sight of, but suspect it is in 
the hands of Sir G. Beaumont ; I think that circumstances 
made me shy of procuring it before. Will you write to 
him about it *1— and your commands shall be obeyed to a 
tittle. 

Coleridge has just finished his prize Essay by which, 
if it get the prize, he’ll touch an additional £100 I fancy. 
His book, too (“ Commentary on Bishop Leighton ”), is 
quite finished, and 'p&n&H Taylor and Hessoy. 

In the London Magazine, which is just out (1st of 
May), are two papers entitled the “ Superannuated 
Man,” which I wish you to see; and also, 1st of April, 
a little thing called “Barbai'a S a story gleaned 
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from Miss Kelly. The London Magadm^ if you can 
get it, will save my enlargement upon the topic of my 
manumission. 

I must scribble to make up my }hiatm for 

there are so many ways, pious and profligate, of getting 
rid of money in this vast city and suburbs, that I shall 
miss my thirds. But couragio / I despair not. Your 
kind hint of the cottage was well thrown out ; an anchor^ 
age for age and school of economy, when necessity comes ; 
but without this latter, I have an unconquerable terror 
of changing place. It does not agree with us. I say it 
from conviction j else I do sometimes ruralise in fancy. 

Some d — d people are come in, and I must finish 
abruptly. By d — d, I only mean deuced. ^Tis these 
suitora of Penelope that makes it necessary to aidhonse 
a little for gin and mutton, and such trifles. 

Excuse my abortive scribble. 

Yours, not in more haste than heart, 0. L. 

Love and recollects to all the Wms., Doras, Marys, 
round your Wrekin. 

Mary is capitally weU. Do write to Sir G. B., for I 
am shyish of applying to him. 

To BEBNARD BARTON. 


Letter CCOL] Mg 2, 1826. 

My dear B. B. — My nervous attack has so unfitted 
me that I have not courage to sit down to a letter. My 
poor pittance in the London you will see is drawn from 
my sickness. Your book is very acceptable to me, because 
most of it is new to me; but your book itself we 
cannot thank you for more sincerely than for the intro- 
duction you favoured us with to Anna Knight. Now 
cannot I write Mrs, Anne Knight for the life of me. 

She is a very pleas , but I won’t write all we have 

said of her so often to ourselves, because I suspect you 
would read it to her. Only give my sister’s and my 
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kindest remembrancer to her, and how glad we are we 
can say that word. If ever she come to Southwark again, 
I count upon another pleasant Bridge walk with her. Tell 
her, I got hoDie, time for a rubber; but poor Tryphena 
will not understand that phrase of the worldling. 

I am hardly able to appreciate your volume now: 
but I liked the dedication much, and the apology for your 
bald burying grounds. To Shelley ; but that is not new. 
To the young Vesper-singer, Great Bealings, Play ford, 
and what not. 

If there be a cavil, it is that the topics of religious 
consolation, however beautiful, are repeated till a sort 
of triteness attends them. It seems as if you were for 
ever losing friends’ children by death, and reminding 
their parents of the Besurrection. Do children die so 
often, and so good, in your parts ? The topic taken from 
the consideration that they are snatched away from 
possible vanities, seems hardly sound ; for to an Omniscient 
eye their conditional failings must be one with their 
actual ; but I am too unwell for theology. 

Such as I am, 

I am yours and A[nne] K[night’s] truly, 

0. Lamb. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 

Letteb CCOII.] Islington^ July 2, 1826. 

Dear 0.— We are going off to Enfield, to Allsop’s, 
for a day or two, with some intention of succeeding 
them in their lodging for a time, for this damned 
nervous fever (vide London Magazine for July) indisposes 
me for seeing any friends, and never any poor devil was 
so befriended as I am. Do you know any poor solitary 
human that wants that cordial to life, a true friend? 
I can spare him twenty : he shall have ’em good cheap. 
I have gallipots of ’em — genuine balm of cares — a going, 
a going, a going ! Little plagues plague me a thousand 
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times more than ever. I am like a disembodied soul in 
this, my eternity. I feel everything entirely, all in 
all, and all in, etc. This price I pay for liberty, but 
am richly content to pay it The Odes are four-fifths 
done by Hood, a silentish young man you met at 
Islington one day, an invalid. The rest tim Reynolds’s, 
whose sister H. has recently married. I have not had a 
broken finger in them. 

They are heai'ty, good-natured things, and I would put 
my name to ’em cheerfully, if I could as honestly. I 
complimented ’em in a newspaper, with an abatement for 
those puns you laud so. They are generally an excess. 
A Pun is a thing of too much consequence to be thrown 
in as a make-weight. You shall read one of the 
“Addresses” over and miss the puns, and it shall be 
quite as good, and better, than when you discover ’em. 
A Pun is a noble thing per m : 0 never lug it in as 
an accessory. A Pun is a sole object for Inflection (vide 
my “ Aids ” to that recessment from a savage state)— it 
is entire, it fills the mind ; it is perfect as a sonnet, better. 
It limps ashamed in the train and retinue of Htnnour : it 
knows it should have an establishment of its own. The 
one, for instance, I made the other day,— I forgot what 
it was. 

Hood will be gratified, as much as I am, by your 
mistake. I liked “Grimaldi” the best; it is true 
painting of abstract clownery, and that precious concrete 
of a clown : and the rich succession of images, and words 
almost such, in the first half of the “ Magnum Ignotum.” 
. . . Hood has just come in ; his sick eyes sparkled into 
health when he read your approbation. Timy had 
meditated a copy for you, but postponed it till a neater 
second edition which is at hand. We are walking out to 
Enfield after our Beans and Bacon which are just smoking. 
Kindest remembrances to the G.’s ever. From Islington, 
Ist Day, 3rd month of my Hegira, or Flight from 
Leadenhall. 


0. L., Olm Ckrkm. 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lettbk OCCIIL] August 10, 1825. 

We shall be soon again at Oolebrook 

Dear B. B. — You must excuse my not writing before, 
when I tell you we are on a visit at Enfield, where I do 
not feel it natural to sit down to a letter. It is at all 
times an exertion. I would rather talk with you and 
Anne Knight quietly at Colebrook Lodge, over the matter 
of your last. You mistake me when you express misgiv- 
ings about my relishing a series of scriptural poems. I 
wrote confusedly. What I meant to say was, that one 
or two consolatory poems on deaths would have had a 
more condensed effect than many. Scriptural, devotional 
topics admit of infinite variety. So far from poetry tiring 
me because religious, I can read, and I say it seriously, 
the homely old version of the Psalms in our Prayer Books 
for an hour or two together sometimes without sense of 
weariness. ' 

I did not express myself clearly about what I think 
a false topic insisted on so frequently in consolatory 
addresses on the death of infants. I know something 
like it is in Scripture, but I think humanly spoken. It 
is a natural thought, a sweet fallacy to the survivors, 
but still a fallacy. If it stands on the doctrine of this 
being a probationary state, it is liable to this dilemma. 
Omniscience, to whom possibility must be clear as act, 
must know of the child, what it would hereafter turn 
out : if good, then the topic is false to say it is secured 
from falling into future wilfulness, vice, eta If bad, I 
do not see how its exemption from certain future overt 
acts, by being snatched away, at all tells in its favour. 
You stop the arm of a mmderer, or arrest the finger of 
a pickpurse ; but is not the guilt incurred as much by 
the intent as if never so much acted? Why children 
are hurried off, and old reprobates of a hundred left, 
whose trial humanly we may think was complete at fifty, 
is among the obscurities of Providence. The very notion 
of a state of probation has darkness in it. The All- 
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knower has no need of satisfying His eyes by seeing what 
we will do, when He knows before what we will do. 
Methinks we might be condemned before commission. 
In these things we grope and flounder, and if we can 
pick up a little human comfort that the child taken is 
snatched from vice (no great compliment to it, by the 
by), let us take it And as to whore an untried child 
goes, whether to join the assembly of its elders who have 
borne the heat of the day — ^fire-purified martyrs, and 
torment-sifted confessors — what know we I We promise 
heaven, methinks, too cheaply and assign large revenues 
to minors, incompetent to manage them Epitaphs run 
upon this topic of consolation, till the very frequency in- 
duces a cheapness. Tickets for admission into Paradise 
are sculptured out at a penny a letter, twopence a 
syllable, etc. It is all a mystery ; and the more I try to 
express my meaning (having none that is clear), the more 
I flounder. Einally, write what your own conscience, which 
to you is the unerring judge, seems best, and be careless 
about the whimsies of such a half-baked notionist as I 
am. We are here in a most pleasant country, full of 
walks, and idle to our hearts’ desire. Taylor has dropt 
the London, It was indeed a dead weight It has got 
in the Slough of Despond- I shufile olf my part of the 
pack, and stand like Christian with light and merry 
shoulders. It had got silly, indecorous, pert, and every- 
thing that is bad. Both our kind rememhrancm to Mrs. 
K and yourself, and strangers’-greeting to Lucy (is it 
Lucy or Kuthi) that gathers wise sayinp in a Book. 

0. Lamb. 


To EOBEET SOUTHEY. 

Letter OCCIY.] August 19, 1825. 

Dear Southey— -You’U know who this letter comas 
from by opening slap-dash upon the text, as in the good 
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old times. I never could come into the custom of 
envelopes ; ^tis a modern foppery ; the Plinian correspond- 
ence gives no hint of such. In singleness of sheet and 
meaning, then, I thank you for your little book. I am 
ashamed to add a codicil of thanks for your “ Book of the 
Church.” I scarce feel competent to give an opinion of 
the latter; I have not reading enough of that kind to 
venture at it. I can only say the fact, that I have read 
it with attention and interest. Being, as you know, not 
quite a Churchman, I felt a jealousy at the Church taking 
to herself the whole deserts of Christianity, Catholic and 
Protestant, from Dnud extirpation downwards. 1 call 
aU good Christians the Church, Capillarians and all. 
But I am in too light a humour to touch these matters. 
May all our churches flourish 1 Two things staggered 
me in the poem (and one of them staggered both of us). 
I cannot away with a beautiful series of verses, as I pro- 
test they are, commencing “ Jenner.” Tis like a choice 
banquet opened with a pill or an electuary — ^physic stuff. 
T'other is, we cannot make out how Edith should be no 
more than ten years old. By'r Lady, we had taken her to 
be some sixteen or upwards. We suppose you have only 
chosen the round number for the metre. Or poem and 
dedication may be both older than they pretend to ; but 
then some hint might have been given ; for, as it stands, 
it may only servo some day to puzzle the parish reckon- 
ing. But without inquiring further (for 'tis ungracious 
to look into a lady's years), the dedication is eminently 
pleasing and tender, and we wish Edith May Southey joy 
of it Something, too, struck us as if we had heard of 
the death of John May. A John May's death was a few 
years since in the papers. We think the tale one of the 
quietest, prettiest things we have seen. You have been 
temperate in the use of localities, which generally spoil 
poems laid in exotic regions. You mostly cannot stir 
out (in such things) for humming-birds and fire-flies. A 
tree is a Magnolia, eta — Can I but like the truly Catholic 
spirit? ** Blame as thou mayest the Papist's erring 
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creed — which, and other passages, brought mo back to 
the old Anthology days, and the admonitory lesson to 
“Dear George” on the “The Vesper BeU,” a little poem 
which retains its firat hold upon me strangely. 

The compliment to the translatress is daintily con- 
ceived. Nothing is choicer in that sort of writing than 
to bring in some remote, impossible parallel, —as between 
a great empress and the inobtrusive quiet soul who 
digged her noiseless way so perseveringly through that 
rugged Paraguay mine. How she Dobrizhoffered it all 
out, it puzzles my slender Latinity to coiyecturo. Why 
do you seem to sanction LandoPs unfeeling allegorising 
away of honest Quixote 1 He may as well say Strap is 
meant to symbolise the Scottish nation before the Union, 
and Random since that act of dubious issue; or that 
Partridge means the Mystical Man, and Lady Bellaston 
typifies the Woman upon Many Waters. Gebir, indeed, 
may mean the state of the hop markets last month, for 
anything I know to the contrary. That all Spain over- 
flowed with romancical books (as Madge Newcastle 
calls them) was no reason that Cervantes should not 
smile at the matter of them ; nor even a reason that, in 
another mood, he might not multiply them, deeply as he 
was tinctured with the essence of them. Quixote is the 
father of gentle ridicule, and at the same time the very 
depository and treasury of chivalry and highest notions. 
Marry, when somebody persuaded Cervantes that ho 
meant only fun, and put him upon writing that unfor- 
tunate Second Part with the confederacies of that 
unworthy duke and most contemptible duchess, Cer- 
vantes sacrificed his instinct to his understanding. 

We got your little book but last night, being at Enfield, 
to which place we came about a month since, and are 
having quiet holydays. Mary walks her twelve miles a 
day some days, and I my twenty on others. ’Tis all 
holyday with me now, you know. The change works 
admirably. 

For literary news, in my poor way, I have a one-act 
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farce going to be acted at the Haymarket ; but when is 
the question. ^Tis an extravaganza, and like enough to 
follow Mr. IL The London Magazine has shifted its 
publishers once more, and I shall shift myself out of it. 
It is fallen. My ambition is not at present higher than 
to write nonsense for the play-houses, to eke out a some- 
what contracted income. Terwpm erat. There was a 
time, my dear Cornwallis, when the Muse, etc. But I 
am now in Mac Fleckno^s predicament, — 

“ l^romiHtjd u play, and dwindled to a farce.” 

Coleridge is better (was, at least, a few weeks since) 
than he has been for years. His accomplishing his book 
at last has been a source of vigour to him. We are on a 
half visit to his friend Allsop, at a Mrs. Leishman's, 
Enfield, but expect to be at Colebrook Cottage in a week 
or so, where, or anywhere, I shall be always most happy 
to receive tidings from you. G. Dyer is in the height of 
an uxorious paradise. His honeymoon will not wane till 
he wax cold. Never vrm a more happy pair since Acme 
and Septhnius, and longer. Farewell, with many thanks, 
dear S. Our loves to all round your Wrekin. 

Your old friend, 0. LA.m 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lettoe OCOV:] S^tember 80, 1825. 

Dear II. — came homo in a week from Enfield, worse 
than I went. My suffcriiiigs have been intense, but are 
abating. I begin to know what a little sleep is. My 
sister has sunk under her anxieties about me. She is 
laid up, deprived of reason for many weeks to come, I 
fear. She is in the same house, but we do not meet It 
makes both worsa I can just hobble down as far as the 
‘‘ Angel ’’ once a day ; further kills me. When I can 
stretch to Oopenh[agen] Street I wiU. If you come this 
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way any morning, I can only just shake you by the hand. 
This gloomy house does not ^mit of making my friends 
welcome. You have come off triumphant with Bartholo- 
mew Fair. 

Yours (writ with difficulty), C. Lame, 

Mr. Hone, 

Ludgate HilL 


To THOMAS MAHKIlSra 

Lettbb COOVL] 1 0, 1825. 

My dear M. — ^We have had sad ups and downs since 
you saw us, but we are at present in untroubled waters 
though not by them, for our old New River has taken a 
jaundice of the muds and rains, and looks as yellow as 
Miss . 

Your red trunk (not hose, tW a fiamo-coloured pair 
was once esteemed a luxury) is safe deposited at the 
Peacock, who by the by is worth your seeing. She has 
had her tail brushed up, and looks as pert as A-yoose with 
a hundred eyes in 1/y-thology ; I don^t know what yours 
says of it. Your gown will be at the Bell, Totteridge, 
by the Telegraph on Monday ; time enough, I hope, to 
go out to the curators to an early Tea in it. We have a 
comer at doMe dumhee for you, whenever you aro dis- 
posed to change your Inn. 

BeKeve us, yours as ever, 

Chables and Maey Lamb. 

From Oolebxook, this Saturday, the lOth of December 1825. 


To CHARLES OLLIER 

CoUbrooh GoUagej OoMrooh Mm, 
Lbitbe CCCYIL] Tuesday [January 1826.] 

Dear OUier — I send you two more proverbs, which 
will be the last of this batch, unless I send you one more 
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by the post on Thuesbay; none will come after that 
day ; so do not leave any open room in that case. Hood 
sups with me to-night Can you come and eat grouse 1 
'Tis not often I offer at delicacies. 

Yours most kindly, C. Lamb. 


Lbttbr CCOVIII.] Jarmary 1826. 

Dear 0.— We lamented your absence last night. The 
grouse wore piquant : the backs incomparable. You must 
come in to cold mutton and oysters some evening. Name 
your evening; though I have qualms at the distance. 
Do you never leave early % My head is very queerish, 
and indisposed for much company; but we will get 
Hood, that liaif Hogarth, to meet you. The scrap I send 
should come in aftkr the “ Bising with the Lark.” 

Yours truly. 

Colburn, I take it, pays postages. 


To BERNABD BARTON. 

Letter OCCIX,] February 7^ 1826. 

Dear B. B. — I got your book not more than five 
days ago, so am not so negligent as I must have appeared 
to you with a fortnight’s sin upon my shoulders. I tell 
you with sincerity, that I think you have completely 
succeeded in what you intended to do. What is poetry 
may be disputed. These are poetry, to me at least. 
They are concise, pithy, and moving. Unifi>rm as they 
are, and untristurily’d, I read them through at two 
sittings, witlu)ut one sensation approacliing to tedium. 
I do not know that among your many kind presents 
of this nature, this is not my favourite volume. The 
language is never lax, and there is a unity of design and 
foaling. You wrote them with love—io avoid the cox- 
combical phrase^ cm amort, I am particularly pleased 
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with the “ Spiritual Law,” pages 34 and 35. It reminded 
me of Quarles, and “holy Mr. Herbert,” as Izaak Walton 
calls him; the two best, if not only, of our devotional 
poets, though some prefer Watts, and some To^ri Moore. 
I am far from well, or in my right spirits, and shudder 
at pen-and-ink work. I poke out a monthly crudity for 
Colburn in his magazine, which I call “ Popular Fallacies,” 
and periodically crush a proverb or two, setting up my 
folly against the wisdom of nations. Do you see the 
N’ew Monthly 1 

One word I must object to in your little book, and 
it recurs more than once — fadeless is no genuine com- 
pound; loveless is, because love is a noun as well as 
verb; but what is a fade"? And I do not quite like 
whipping the Greek di*ama upon the back of “ Genesis,” 
page 8. I do not like praise handed in by disparage- 
ment ; as I objected to a side censure on Byron, etc., in 
the “Lines on Bloomfield.” With these poor cavils 
excepted, your verses are without a flaw. 

0. Lamb. 


Letter CCCX.] March 20, 1820. 

Dear B. B. — You may know my letters by the paper 
and the folding. For the former, I live on scraps obtained 
in charity from an old fiiend, whose stationery is a 
permanent perquisite; for folding, I shall do it neatly 
when I learn to tie my neckcloths. I surprise most of 
my friends by writing to them on ruled paper, as if I 
had not got past pot-hooks and hangers. Sealing-wax, I 
have none on my establishment ; wafers of the coarsest 
bran supply its place. When my epistles come to be 
weighed with Pliny’s, however superior to the Eoman 
in delicate irony, judicious reflections, etc., his gilt post 
will bribe over the judges to him. AU the time I was 
at the E. I. H. I never mended a pen ; I now cut ’em to 
the stumps, marring rather than mending the primitive 
goose-quilL I cannot bear to pay for articles I used to 
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get for nothing. When Adam laid out his first penny 
upon nonpareils at some stall in Mesopotamos, I think 
it went hard with him, reflecting upon his old goodly 
orchard, where he had so many for nothing. When I 
write to a great man at the Court end, he opens with 
surprise upon a naked note, such as Whitechapel people 
interchange, with no sweet degrees of envelope. I never 
enclosed one bit of paper in another, nor understood the 
rationale of it. Once only I sealed with borrowed wax, 
to set Walter Scott a wondering, signed with the imperial 
quartered arms of England, which my friend Field gives 
in compliment to his descent, in the female line, from 
Oliver Cromwell. It must have set his antiquarian 
curiosity upon watering. To your questions upon the 
currency, I refer you to Mr. Eobinson’s last speech, 
where, if you can find a solution, I can not. I think this, 
though, the best ministry we ever stumbled upon ; — gin 
reduced four shillings in the gallon, wine two shillings 
in the quart! This comes home to men's minds and 
bosoms. My tirade against visitors was not meant 

particularly at you or A. K . I scarce know what 

I meant, for I do not just now feel the grievance. I 
wanted to make an article. So in another thing I 
talked of somebody's insipid wife, without a corre- 
spondent object in my head : and a good lady, a friend's 
wife, whom I really love (don't startle, I mean in a licit 
way), has looked shyly on me ever since. The blunders 
of personal application are ludicrous. I send out a 
character every now and then, on purpose to exercise the 
ingenuity of my friends. “ Popular Fallacies " will go 
on; that word “concluded” is an erratum, I suppose, for 
“ continued.” I do not know how it got stuffed in there. 
A little thing without name will also be printed on the 
Keligion of the Actors, but it is out of your way, so I 
recommend you, with true author's hypocrisy, to skip it. 
We are about to sit down to roast beef, at which we 
could wish A. K., B. B., and B. B.'s pleasant daughter 
to be humble partakers. So much for my hint at 
VOL. ir. I' 
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visitors, whicli was scarcely calculated for droppers -in 
from Woodbridge; the sky does not drop such larks 
every day. My very kindest wishes to you all three, 
with my sister's best love. 0. Lamb. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOK OOLEEIDGE. 

Letter CCOXL] March 2^, 1826. 

Dear Coleridge — We will with great pleasure bo with 
you on Thursday in the next week early. May we 
venture to bring Emma with us ? Your finding out my 
style in your nephew's pleasant book is surprising to me.. 
I want eyes to descry it. You are a little too hard upon 
his morality, though I confess he has more of Sterne 
about him than of Sternhold. But he saddens into 
excellent sense before the conclusion. Your query shall 
be submitted to Miss Kelly, though it is obvious that the 
pantomime, when done, will be more easy to decide upon 
than in proposal. I say, do it by all means. I have 
Decker's play by me, if you can filch anything out of it. 
Miss Gray, with her kitten eyes, is an actress, though 
she shows it not at all ; and pupil to the former, whose 
gestures she mimics in comedy to the disparagement of 
her own natural manner, which is agreeable. It is funny 
to see her bridling up her neck, which is native to P. K. ; 
but there is no setting the manners of others upon one's 
shoulders any more than their head. I am glad you 
esteein Manning, though you see but his husk or shrine. 
He discloses not, save to select worshippers, and will 
leave the world without any one hardly but me knowing 
how stupendous a creature he is. I am perfecting my- 
self in the “Ode to Eton College” against Thursday, 
that I may not appear unclassic. I have just discovered 
that it is much better than the “ Elegy.” 

In haste, 0. L. 

PA — I do not know what to say to your laimt theory 
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about Nero being the Messiah, though by all accounts he 
was a ’nointed one. 


To THE Kev. H. F. GARY. 

Letter CCCXII.] A^l 3, 1826. 

Dear Sir — It is whispered me that you will not be 
unwilling to look into our doleful hermitage. Without 
more preface, you will gladden our cell by accompanying 
our old chums of the London, Darley and A[llan] 
C[unningham], to Enfield on Wednesday. You shall 
have hermit^s fare, with talk as seraphical as the novelty 
of the divine life will permit, with an innocent retrospect 
to the world which we have left, when I will thank you 
for your hospitable offer at Chiswick, and with plain 
hermit reasons evince the necessity of abiding here. 

Without hearing from you, then, you shall give us 
leave to expect you. I have long had it on my conscience 
to invite you, but spirits have been low ; and I am 
indebted to chance for this awkward but most sincere 
invitation. 

Yoms, with best loves to Mrs. Gary, G. Lamb. 

D. knows aU about the coaches. Oh for a Museum 
in the wilderness 1 


To YINGENT NOVELLO. 

Letter CCOXIIL] May 9, 1826. 

Dear N. — You wifi, not expect us to-morrow, I am 
sure, while these damned North-Easters continue. We 
must wait the Zephyrs' pleasure. By the bye, I was at 
Highgate on Wednesday, the only one of the party. 
Yours truly, G. Lamb. 

Summer, as my fnend Coleridge waggishly writes, has 
set in with its usual severity. 

Band remembces. to Mrs. Novello, etc. 



148 


LETTERS OF CHARLJKS LAMB. 


To BERNABD BARTON, 

Lettbb CCOXIV.] Mity 1 6, 1826. 

Dear B. B, — I have had no spirits lately to begin a 
letter to you, though I am under obligationn to you (how 
manyl) for your neat little poem. ^Tis just what it 
professes to be, a simple tribute, in chaste verse, serious 
and sincere. 

I do not know how friends will relish it, but we out- 
lyers, honorary Mends, like it very well I have had 
my head and ears stuffed up with the East winds: a 
continual ringing in my brain of bells jangled, or the 
spheres touched by some raw angel. Is it not George 
the Third trying the Hundredth Psalm ? I get my music 
for nothing. But the weather seems to be softening, and 
will thaw my stunnings. Ooleridge, writing to me a 
week or two since, begins his note— ‘‘ Sumixmr has set in 
with its usual severity.” A cold Summer is all I know 
of disagreeable in cold. I do not mind the utmost 
rigour of real Winter, but these smiling hypocrites of 
Mays wither me to death. My head has been a ringing 
chaos, like the day the winds were made, before they 
submitted to the discipline of a weathercock, before the 
quarters were made. In the street, with the blended 
noises of life about me, I hear, and my head is lightened ; 
but in a room the hubbub comes back, and I mn deaf as 
a sinner. Did I tell you of a pleasant sketch Hood has 
done, which he calls — “ Very deaf indeed It is of 
a good-natured stupid -looking old gentleman, whom a 
footpad has stopped, but for Ms extreme deafness cannot 
make him understand what he wants. The unconscious 
old gentleman is extending his ear -trumpet very com- 
placently, and the feUow is fixing a pistol into it to make 
him hear, hut the ball will pierce his skull sooner than 
the report will rearir his sensorium. I choose a very 
little hit of paper, for my ear hisses when I bend down 
to write. I can hardly read a book, for I miss that small 
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soft voice which the idea of articulated words raises 
(almost imperceptibly to you) in a silent reader. I seem 
too deaf to see what I read. But with a touch or two 
of returning zephyr my head will melt. What lies you 
poets tell about the May ! It is the most ungenial part 
of the year. Gold crocuses, cold primroses, you take 
your blossoms in ice — a painted sun. 

Unmeaniug' joy around appears, 

And Nature smiles as if slie sneers.” 

It is ill with me when I begin to look which way the 
wind sets. Ten years ago, I literally did not know the 
point from the broad end of the vane, which it was that 
indicated the quarter. I hope these ill winds have blown 
over you as they do through me. 

Kindest remembrances to you and yours. 0 . L. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Lktter CCOXV.] Jvm 1, 1826. 

Dear Coleridge — If I know myself, nobody more 
detests the display of personal vanity, which is implied 
in the act of sitting for one^s picture, than myself. But 
the fact is, that the likeness which accompanies this 
letter was stolen from my person at one of my unguarded 
moments by some too partial artist, and my friends are 
pleased to think that he has not much flattered me. 
Whatever its merits may be, you, who have so great an 
interest in the original, will have a satisfaction in tracing 
the features of one that has so long esteemed you. There 
are times when in a friend’s absence these graphic repre- 
sentations of him almost seem to bring back the man 
himself. The painter, whoever he was, seems to have 
taken me in one of those disengaged moments, if I may 
80 term them, when the native character is so much more 
honestly displayed than can be possible in the restraints 
of an enforced sitting attitude. Perhaps it rather de- 
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scribes me as a thinking man, than a man in the act of 
thought. Whatever its pretensions, I know it will be 
dear to you, towards whom I should wish my thoughts 
to flow in a sort of an imdress rather than in the more 
studied graces of diction. 

I am, dear Ooleridge, yours sincerely, 0* Lamb. 


To J, B. BIBDIN. 

Lbttbb OOCXYL] Friday y mm day in Jum, 1826. 

Bear B. — My first impulse upon opening your letter 
was pleasure at seeing your old neat hand, nine parts 
gentlemanly with a modest dash of the clerical, ; my second, 
a Thought, natural enough this hot weather-— am I to 
answer all this? Why 'tis as long as those to the 
Ephesians and Galatians put together, I have counted 
the words for curiosity. ... I never Itoew an enemy to 
puns who was not an O-natured man. Your fair critic in 
the coach reminds me of a Scotchman who assured me 
he did not see much in Shakspeare. I replied, I dare 
say not He felt the equivoke, looked awkward and 
reddish, but soon returned to the attack by saying that 
he thought Bums was as good as Shakspeare. I said 
that I had no doubt he was — ^to a Scotchman, We ex- 
changed no more words that day. Your account of the 
fierce faces in the Hangings, with the presumed interlocu- 
tion of the Eagle and the Tiger, amused us greatly. You 
cannot be so very bad while you can pick mirth off 
from rotten walls. But let me hear you have escaped 
out of your oven. . . . Your business, I take it, is bath- 
ing, not baking. 

Let me hear that you have clambered up to Loveris 
Seat: it is as fine in that neighbourhood as Joan 
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Fernandez — as lonely, too, when the Fishing-boats are 
not out; I have sat for hours, staring upon a shipless 
sea. The salt sea is never so grand as when it is left to 
itself. One cock-boat spoils it — a sea-naew or two im- 
proves it. And go to the little church which is a very 
Protestant Loretto, and seems dropt by some angel for 
the use of a hermit who was at once parishioner and a 
whole parish. It is not too big. Go in the night; 
bring it away in your portmanteau, and I will plant it 
in my garden. It must have been erected in the very 
infancy of British Christianity, for the two or three first 
converts ; yet with it all the appertances of a church of 
the first magnitude — its pulpit, its pews, its baptismal 
font; a cathedral in a nut-shell. Seven people would 
crowd it like a Caledonian Chapel. The minister that 
divides the Word there must give lumping pennyworths. 
It is bunt to the text of “ two or three assembled in my 
name.” It reminds me of the grain of mustard seed. If 
the glebe-land is proportionate it may yield two potatoes. 
Tithes out of it could be no more split than a hair. 
Its First fruits must be its Last, for ’twould never pro- 
duce a couple. It is truly the strait and narrow way, 
and few there be (of London visitants) that find it. The 
still small voice is surely to be found there, if anywhere. 
A sounding-board is merely there for ceremony. It is 
secure from earthquakes, not more from sanctity than 
size, for ’twould feel a mountain thrown upon it no more 
than a taper-worm would. Go and see, hut not without your 
spectacles. By the way, there’s a capital farm-house two- 
thirds of the way to the Lover’s Seat, with incomparable 
plum cake, ginger-beer, etc. Mary bids me warn you not 
to read the Anatomy of Melancholy in your present low 
way. You’ll fancy yourself a pipkin or a headless bear, 
as Burton speaks of. You’ll be lost in a maze of remedies 
for a labyrinth of diseasements — a plethora of cures. 
Read Fletcher ; above all the Spanish Curate, the Thief, 
or Little Night Walker, the Wit Without Money, and the 
Lover* s Filgrimage. Laugh and come home fat. Neither 
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do we tMiik Sir T. Browne quite the thing for you just 
at present. Fletcher is as light as soda-water. Browne 
and Burton are too strong potions for an Invalid. And 
don’t thumb and dirt the books. Take care of the bind- 
ings. Lay a leaf of silver paper under ’em as you read 
them. And don’t smoke tobacco over ’em— the leaves 
will fall in and burn or dirty their namesakes. If you 
find any dusty atoms of the Indian Weed crumbled up in 
the Beaumont and Fletcher, they are mine. But then, 
you know, so is the Folio also. A pipe and a coniiedy of 
Fletcher’s the last thing of a night is the best recipe for 
light dreams, and to scatter away Nightmares. Probatum 
est. But do as you like about the former. Only, cut the 
Baker’s. You will come home else all crust ; !l^nkings 
must chip you before you can appear in Ins counting-house. 
Amd, my dear Peter Fin Junr., do contrive to see the sea 
at least once before you return. You’ll be asked about 
it in the Old Jewry. It will appear singular not to have 
seen it. And rub up your Muse^ — the family Muse— and 
send us a rhyme or so. Don’t waste your wit upon that 
damned Dry Salter. I never knew but one Dry Salter who 
could relish those mellow effusions, and he broke. You 
knew Tommy Hill, the wittiest of Dry Salters. Dry 
Salters ! what a word for this thirsty weather 1 I must 
drink after it. Here’s to thee, my dear Dibdin, and to 
our having you again snug and well at Oolebrooke. But 
our nearest hopes are to hear again from you shortly. 
An epistle only a quarter as agreeable as your last would 
be a treat 

Yours most truly, 0. Lamb. 

Timothy B. Dibdm, Esci» 

No. 9, Blucher Row, 

Priory, Hastings. 
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To LOUISA HOLOROFT. 

Letteu CCOXVIL] mifield, June 17, 1826. 

Dear Louisa — I think I know the House you have in 
view. It is a Capital old Manor House lately in posses- 
sion of Lord Cadogan. But whether it be that or another, 
we shall have in the naeantime a small room and bed to 
let, pretty cheap, only Two Smiles a week, and find your 
own washing. If you are not already on the road, set 
out from the Bell, Holborn, at past 4, and ask to be 
set down at Mr. Lamb’s on the Chase. Mary joins in 
the hope of seeing you very speedily, and in love to 
you all. 

Yours truly, C. Lamb. 

Mary has left off writing letters, I do all, 


To J. B. DIBDIH, 

Letter OCCXVIIL] July 14, 1826. 

Bboatjse you boast poetic grandsire, 

And rhyming kin, both uncle and sire. 

Dost think that none but their descendings 
Can tickle folks with double endings 1 
I had a Dad that would for half a bet 
Have put down thine thro’ half the alphabet. 
Thou who would be Dan Prior the Second, 

For Dan Posterior must be reckoned. . 
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In faith, deax Tim, your rhymes ate slovenly, 

As a man may say, dough-lmktHl and oveidy ; 
Tedious and long as two Long Acres, 

And smeU most vilely of the Baker’s. 

(I have been cursing every limb o’ thee, 

Because I could not hitch in Timothy, 

Jack, Will, Tom, Dick’s a serious evil, 

But Tim, plain Tim’s the yer^* Devil) 

Thou most incorrigible scribbler, 

Right Watering Place and Cockney Dribbler, 
What that barely understands A 
B (7, would ever dream that stanza 
Would tinkle into rhyme with “ Plan, Sk” 1 
Go, go — ^you are not worth an answer. 

I had a sire, that at plain Crambo 
Had hit you o’er the head a damn’d blow. 

How now 1 may I die game, and you die brass, 
But I had stol’n a quip from Hudibras 1 
’Twas thinking on that fine old suttler, 

That was in faith a second Butler ; 

Had as queer rhymes as he, and subtler. 

He would have put you to ’t this weather 
For rattling syllables together. 

Rhymed you to death, l^e “rats in Ireland,” 
Except that he was born in High’r Land. 

His chimes, not cramped like thine, and nmg ill, 
Had made Job split his sides on dunghill 
There was no liinit to his merryings 
At christ’nings, weddings, nay at buryings. 

No undertaker would live near him, 

Those grave practitioners did fear him ; 

Mutes, at Ms merry mops, turned “ vocal,” 

And fellows, hired for silence, “ spoke aU,” 

No hody could be laid in cavity 
Long as he lived, with proper gravity. 

His mirth-fraught eye had but to glitter, 

And every mourner round must titter. 

The Parson, prating of Mount Hennon, 
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Stood still to laugh in midst of sermon. 

The final sexton (smile he mmt for him) 

Could hardly get to “ dust to dust ” for him. 

He lost three pall-bearers their livelihood, 

Only with simpering at his lively mood : 

Provided that they fresh and neat cam^ 

All jests were fish that to his net came. 

He’d banter Apostolic castings 
As you jeer fishermen at Hastings. 

When the fly bit, like me, he leapt o’er all, 

And stood not much on what was Scriptural. 

I had forgot, at Small Bohemia * 

(Enquire the way of your maid, Euphemia) 

Are sojourning, of all good fellows 
The prince and princess, the Fovello$, 

Pray seek ’em out, and give my love to ’em ; 

You’ll find you’ll soon be hand and glove to ’em. 

0. L, 

* In prose, Little Bohemia, about a mile from Hast- 
ings in the Hollington Boad, when you can get as far. 
This letter will introduce you, if ’tis agreeable. Take a 
donkey — ’tis Novello the Composer and his wife, our very 
good friends. Dear Dib, I find relief in a word or two 
of prose. In truth my rhymes come slow. You have 
“ routh of ’em.” It gives us pleasure to find you keep 
your good spirits. Your letter did us good. Pray Heaven 
you are got out at last. Write quickly. 

For Tim Dibdin, 

At No. 4 Meadow Cottages, 

Hastings. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lbttee OCOXIX.] [EnfieU, July 26, 1826.] 

Dear H.-— -The Quotidian came in as pleasantly as it 
was looked for at breakfast time yesterday. You have 
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repaid my poor stanzas with interest. This last inter* 
lineation is one of those instances of affectation rightly 
applied. Read the sentence without it, how bald it is 1 
Your idea of “worsted in the dog-days” was capital 

We are here so comfortable that I am confident we 
shall stay one month, from this date, most probably 
longer; so if yon please, you can cut your out-of-town 
room for that time. I have sent up my petit farce 
altered ; and Harley is at the theatre now. It cannot 
come out for some weeks. When it does, we think not 
of leaving her, but to borrow a bed of you for the night. 

I write principally to say that the 4th of August is 
coming, — ^Dogget’s Coat and Badge Day on the water. 
You will find a good deal about him in Oibher^s Apology^ 
octavo, facing the window; and something haply in a 
thin blackish quarto among the plays, facing the fireside. 

You have done with mad dogs ; else there is a print 
of Rowlandson’s, or somebody’s, of people in pursuit of 
one in a village, which might have coma in: also 
Q-oldsmith’s verses. 

Mary’s kind remembrance, 0. LAMii. 

Mr. Hone, 

Colehrook Cottage, 

Islington. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 

Lbttbe COOXX.] ScUwrday^ 1826. 

An answer is requested. 

Dear D. — I have observed that a Letter is never more 
acceptable than when received upon a rainy day, especially 
a rainy Sunday ; which moves me to send you somewhat, 
however short. This wiU find you sitting after Breakfast, 
which you will have prolonged as far as you can with 
consistency to the poor handmaid that has the reversion 
of the Tea Leaves ; making two nibbles of your last morsel 
of stale roll (you cannot have hot new ones on the Sabbath), 
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and reluctantly coming to an end, because when that is 
done, what can you do till dinner 1 You cannot go to 
the Beach, for the rain is drowning the sea, turning rank 
Thetis fresh, taking the brine out of Neptune’s pickles, 
while mermaids sit upon rocks with umbrellas, their ivory 
combs sheathed for spoiling in the wet of waters foreign 
to them. You cannot go to the Library, for it’s shut. 
You are not religious enough to go to Church. 0 it is 
worth while to cultivate piety to the gods, to have 
something to fill the heart up on a wet Sunday. You 
cannot cast accounts, for your Ledger is being eaten up 
with moths in the Ancient Jewry. You cannot play at 
Draughts, for there is none to play with you, and besides 
there is not a draught-board in the house. You cannot 
go to market, for it closed last night. You cannot look 
into the shops, their backs are shut upon you. You 
cannot while away an hour with a friend, for you have 
no friend round that Wrekin. You cannot divert your- 
self with a stray acquaintance, for you have picked none 
up. You cannot bear the chiming of Bells, for they 
invite you to a banquet whore you are no visitant. You 
cannot cheer yourself with the prospect of to-morrow’s 
letter, for none come on Mondays. You cannot count 
those endless vials on the mantelpiece with any hope of 
making a variation in their numbers. You have counted 
your spiders : your Bastile is exhausted. You sit and 
deliberately curse your hard exile from all familiar sights 
and sounds. Old Banking poking in his head unex- 
pectedly would just now be as good to you as Grimaldi. 
Anything to deliver you from this intolerable weight of 
ennui. You are too iU to shake it off : not ill enough to 
submit to it, and to lie down as a Lamb under it. The 
Tyranny of sickness is nothing to the craelty of Oon- 
valescenoe : ’tis to have Thirty Tyrants for ona That 
pattering rain drops on your brain. You’ll be worse 
after dinner, for you must dine at one to-day that Betty 
may go to afternoon service. She insists upon having 
her chopped hay. And then when she goes out, who 
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was something to you, something to speak to — ^what an 
interminable afternoon you'll have to go thro'. You can't 
break yourself from your locality: you cannot say, 
‘‘ to-morrow morning I set off for Banstead," for you are 
booked for Wednesday. Foreseeing this, I thought a 
cheerful letter would come in opportunely. If any of the 
little topics for mirth I have thought upon should serve 
you in this utter extinguishment of sunshine, to make 
you a little merry, I shall have had my ends. I love to 
make things comfortable. . . . That which is scratched 
out was the most material thing I had to say, but on 
maturer thoughts I defer it. 

p ^ — We are just sitting down to dinner with a 
pleasant party — Coleridge, Eeynolds the dramatist, and 
Sam Bloxam : to-morrow (that is, to-day\ Liston and 
Wyat of the Wells, dine with us. May this find you as 
jolly and fieaMsh as we mean to be. 0. Lamb. 

Addressed — 

T. Dibdin, Esq., 

4 Meadow Cottages, 

Hastings. 


To BERNABD BARTON. 

Letter CCCXXI.] Beytmher 26, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — I don't know why I have delayed so 
long writing. 'Twas a fault. The under- current of 
excuse to my mind was that I had heard of the vessel in 
which Mitford's jars were to come; that it had been 
obliged to put into Batavia to refit (which accounts for 
its delay), but was daily expected. Days are past, and 
it comes not, and the mermaids may be drinking their 
tea out of his china for aught I know ; but let's hope 
not. In the meantime I have paid £28, etc., for the 
freight and prime cost, which I a little expected he 
would have settled in London. But do not mention it. 
I was enabled to do it by a receipt of £30 from Colburn, 
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with whom, however, I have done. I Bhonld else have 
run short ; for I only just make ends meet. We will 
wait the arrival of the trinkets, and to ascertain their 
full expense, and then bring in the bill. Don't mention 
it, for I daresay 'twtis mere thoughtlessness. I am sorry 
you and yours have any plagues about dross matters. I 
have been siuily puzzled at the defalcation of more than 
one-third of my iiuiome, out of which when entire I saved 
nothing. But cropping off wine, old books, etc. etc., in 
short, that can be called pticket-money, I hope to be 
able to go on at the cottage, lltnnember, I beg of you 
not to say anything to Mitford, for if he be honest it will 
vex him : if not, which I as little expect as that you 
should be, I have a hank still upon the jars. 

Colburn had something of mine in last month, which 
he has had in liand these seven montlis, and had lost, or 
couldn't find room for : I was used to different treatment 
in the Londm^ and have forsworn periodicals. I am 
going thro' a course of reading at the Museum: the 
Garrick plays, out of part of which I formed my speci- 
mens. I have two thousand to go thro' ; and in a few 
weeks have despatched the tythe of 'em. It is a sort of 
office to mo ; hours, ten to four, the same. It does me 
good. Man must have regular occupation, that has been 
used to it. 

So A. K. keeps a school ; she teaches nothing wrong, 
I'll answer for't. I have a Dutch print of a school- 
mistress ; little old-fimliioned Fleminglings, with only one 
face among them. She a princcBs of a schoolmistress, 
wielding a rod for form more than use ; the scene, an old 
monastic chapel, with a Madonna over her head, looking 
just as serious, as thoughtful, as pure, as gcutla as her- 
self. 'Tis a type of thy friend. 

Will you pardon my neglect i Mind, again I say, 
don't sliow this to M. ; let me wait a little longer to 
know the event of his luxuries. I am sure he is a good 
fellow, tho' I made a serious Yorksliire lad stare when I 
said he was a clergyman. He is a pleasant layman 
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spoiled. Heaven send him his jars uncrack’d, and me 
my 

Yours, with kindest wishes to your daughter and 
friend, in which Mary joins, 0. L. 

Lbttek OCCXXII.] lEnd of 1826.] 

Dear B. B. (the JSus^ Bee, as Hood after Dr. Watts 
apostrophises thee, and well dost thou deserve it for thy 
labours in the Muses’ gardens, wandering over parterres 
of Think-on-mes and Forget-me-nots, to a total impossi- 
bility of forgetting thee), thy letter was acceptable, thy 
scruples may be dismissed, thou art rectus in curid, not 
a word more to be said, verhum sapierUi, and so forth, 
the matter is decided with a white stone, classically, mark 
me, and the apparitions vanish’d which haunted mo, only 
the cramp, Caliban’s distemper, clawing me in the calvish 
part of my nature, makes me ever and anon roar bullishly, 
squeak cowardishly, and limp cripple-ishly. Do I write 
quakerly and simply, ’tis my most Master Mathews’s like 
intention to do it. See Ben Jonson. — I tliink you told 
me your acquaintance with the Drama was confin’d to 
Shakspeare and Miss Baillie : some read only Milton and 
Oroly. The gap is as from an ananas to a turnip. 1 
have fighting in my head the plots, charactora, aituatioiis, 
and sentiments of 400 old plays (bran new to me) which 
I have been digesting at the Museum, and my appetite 
sharpens to twice as many more, which I mean to course 
over this Winter. I can scarce avoid dialogue fashion in 
this letter. I soliloquise my meditations, and habitually 
speak dramatic blank verse without meaning it. Do you 
see Mitford ? He will teU you something of my labours. 
TeU him I am sorry to have missed seeing liim, to have 
talked over those old Treasures. I am still more sorry 
for his missing Pots. But I shall be sure of the earliest 
intelligence of the Lost Tribea His Sacred Specimens 
are a thankful addition to my shelves. Marry, I could 
wish he had been more careful of corrigenda. I have 
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discover’d certain which have slipt his errata. I put ’em 
in the next page, as perhaps thou canst transmit them 
to him ; for what pmpose but to grieve him (which yet 
I should be sorry to do), but then it shows my learning, 
and the excuse is complimentary, as it implies their 
correction in a future edition. His own things in the 
book are magnificent, and as an old Christ’s Hospitaller 
I was particularly refresh’d with his eulogy on our 
Edward. Many of the choice oxcerpta were new to me. 
Old Christmas is a-coming, to the confusion of Puritans, 
Muggletonians, Anabaptists, Quakers, and that unwas- 
sailing crew. He cometh not with his wonted gait ; he 
is shrunk nine inches in his girth, but is yet a lusty 
fellow. Hood’s book is mighty clever, and went off 600 
copies the first day. Sion’s Songs do not disperse so 
quickly. The next leaf is for Eev. J. M. In this adieu, 
thine briefiy, in a tall friendship, C. Lamb. 


To Mr. H. 0. BOBIJSrSOK 

CoUbrooTce Bow, Islington, 

Letter OOOXXIII.] Sakorday, Janmry 20, 1827. 

Dear Robinson— I called upon you this morning, and 
found that you were gone to visit a dying friend. I had 
been upon a like errand. Poor Norris has been lying 
dying for now almost a week, such is the penalty we pay 
for having enjoyed a strong constitution. Whether he 
knew me or not, I know not; or whether he saw me 
through his poor glared eyes ; but the group I saw about 
him I shall not forget. Upon the bed, or about it, were 
assembled his wife and two daughters, and poor deaf 
Richard, his eon, looking, doubly stupified. There they 
were, and seemed to have been sitting all the week. I 
could only reach out a hand to Mrs. Norris. Speaking 
was impossible in that mute chamber. By this time I 
hope it is all over with him. In him I have a loss the 
world cannot make up. He was my friend and my 
voi.. II. M 
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father^s friend all the life I can remember. I seem to 
have made foolish friendships ever since. Those are 
friendships which outlive a second generation. Old as I 
am waxing, in his eyes I was still the child he first knew 
ma To the last he called me Charley. I have none to 
call me Charley now. He was the last link that bound 
me to the Temple. You are but of yesterday. In him 
seem to have died the old plainness of manners and 
singleness of heart. Letters he knew nothing of, nor did 
his reading extend beyond the pages of the Gentleman^ s 
Magazine, Yet there was a pride of literature about 
him from being amongst books (he was librarian), and 
from some scraps of doubtful Latin which he had picked 
up in his office of entering students, that gave him very 
diverting airs of pedantry. Can I forget the erudite 
look with which, when he had been in vain trying to 
make out a black-letter text of Chaucer in the Temple 
Library, he laid it down and told me that—'* in those 
old books, Charley, there is sometimes a deal of very 
indifferent spelling;^' and seemed to console himself in 
the reflection 1 His jokes, for he had his jokes, cire now 
ended ; but they were old trusty perennials, staples that 
pleased after decks repetitay and were always as good as 
new. One song he had, which was reserved for the night 
of Christmas Day, which we always spent in the Temple. 
It was an old thing, and spoke of the flat bottoms of our 
foes, and the possibility of their coming over in darkness, 
and alluded to threats of an invasion many years blown 
over j and when he came to the part — 

** We’U still make ’em run, and we’U still make ’em sweat, 

In spite of the Devil and JSrmsek CkmUe," 

his eyes would sparkle as with the freshness of an im- 
pending event And what is the Brussels Gazette now 1 
I cry while I enumerate these trifles. " How shall we 
tell them in a stranger's ear 1” His poor good girls will 
now have to receive their afflicted mother in an unsuc- 
cessful hovel in an obscure village in Herts, where they 
have been long struggling to make a school without 
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effect ; and poor deaf Richard, and the more helpless for 
being so, is thrown on the wide world. 

My first motive in writing, and indeed in calling on 
you, was to ask if you were enough acquainted with any 
of the Benchers to lay a plain statement before them of 
i/he circumstances of the family. I almost fear not, for 
you are of another hall. But if you can oblige me and 
my poor friend, who is now insensible to any favours, 
pray exert yourself. You cannot say too much good of 
poor Norris and his poor wife. 

Yours ever, Ohaeles Lamb. 

To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Letter CCCXXIY.] January 26, 1827. 

My dear* Allsop — I cannot forbear thanking you for 
your kind interference with Taylor, whom I do not expect 
to see in haste at Islington. 

It is hardly weather to ask a dog up here, but I need 
hardly say how happy we shall be to see you. I cannot 
be out of evenings till John Frost be routed. We came 
home from Newman St. the other night late, and I was 
crarapt all night. 

Love to Mrs. Allsop. 

Yours truly, 0. L. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Letter OOOXXV.] January 27, 1827. 

Dear Sir — It is not unknown to you, that about 
sixteen years since I published “Specimens of English 
Dramatic Poets who lived about the time of Shakspeare.” 
For the scarcer plays, I had recourse to the collection 
bequeathed to the British Museum by Mr. Glarrick. 
But my time was but short ; and my subsequent leisure 
has discovered in it a treasure rich and exhaustless beyond 
what I then imagined. In it is to be found almost every 
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production, in the shape of a play, that has appeared in 
print since the time of the old mysteries and moralities 
to the days of Crown and D’Urfey. Imagine the luxury 
to one like me, — who, above every other form of poetry, 
have ever preferred the dramatic, — of sitting in the 
princely apartments, for such they are, of poor, condemned 
Montagu House, — w-hich, I predict, will not soon be 
followed by a handsomer, — and culling at will the flowers 
of some thousand dramas ! It is like having the range 
of a nobleman^s library, with the librarian to your friend. 
Nothing can exceed the courteousness and attentions of 
the gentleman who has the chief direction of the reading- 
rooms here ; and you have scarce to ask for a volume 
before it is laid before you. If the occasional extracts 
which I have been tempted to bring away may find an 
appropriate place in your “ Table Book,” some of them 
are weekly at your service. By those who remember the 
“Specimens,” these must be considered as mere after- 
gleanings, supplementary to that work, only comprising a 
longer period. You must be content with sometimes a 
scene, sometimes a song, a speech, a passage, or a poetical 
image, as they happen to strike me. I read without 
order of time ; I am a poor hand at dates ; and, for any 
biography of the dramatists, I must refer to writers who 
are more skilful in such matters. My business is with 
their poetry only. 

Your well-wisher, C, Lamb. 


Lbttee OOCXXVL] [Febmary 6, 1827.] 

For God's sake be more sparing of your poetry : your 
this weeks Number has an excess of it. 

In haste, 0. L. 

Mr. Hone, 

22, Belvider© Place, 
near Suffolk Street, 

Borough. 
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Letter CCOXXVII.] {March 20, 1827.] 

Damnable e^Taittm (can’t you notice it 1) in the last 
line but two of the last Extract in No, 9, Garrick 
Flays — 

“ Bluahing forth golden hair and glorious red : ” 

A sun-bright line spoiled by Blush for Blushing, 

N, B . — The general Number was excellent. Also a 
few lines higher — 

“ Restrained Liberty attain’d is sweet ” 

should have a full stop. ’Tis the end of the old man’s 
speech. These little blemishes kill such delicate things : 
prose feeds on grosser punctualities. You have now 3 
Numbers in hand ; one I sent you yesterday. Of course 
I send no more till Sunday week. 

P,S . — Omitted above — Dear Hone.” 0. L. 

Mr. Hone, 

No. 22, Belvidoro Place, 

Southwark. 


To B. R. HAYDON. 

Letter COGXXVIIL] March 1827. 

Dear Rjiffaele Haydon — Did the maid tell you I 
cam© to see your picture, not on Sunday but the day 
before 1 I think the face and bearing of the Bucephalus 
tamer veiy noble, his flesh too effeminate or painty. 
The skin of the female’s back kneeling is much more 
camous. I had small time to pick out praise or blame, 
for two lord-like Bucks came in, upon whose strictures 
my presence seemed to impose restraint ; I plebeian’d off 
therefore. 
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I tliink I have hit on a subject for you, hut can’t 
swear it was never executed — I never heard of its being 
— Chaucer beating a Franciscan Friar in Fleet Street.” 
Think of the old dresses, houses, etc. “ It seexneth that 
both these learned men (Gower and Chaucer) were of the 
Inner Temple ; for not many years since Master Buckley 
did see a record in the same house where Geoffry Chaucer 
was fined two shillings for beating a Franciscan Friar in 
Fleet Street.” 

Yours in haste (salt filsh waiting), C. Lamb. 


To VmOENT NOVELLO. 

Letter CCOXXIX.] 1827. 

Dear Sir — ^I conjure you, in the name of all the Sylvan 
Deities, and of the Muses, whom you honour, and they 
reciprocally love and honour you, rescue this old and 
passionate Ditty — the very flower of an old, forgotten 
Pastoral^ which, had it been in all parts equal, the 
Faithful Shepherdess of Fletcher had been but a second 
name in this sort of Writing — ^rescue it from the profane 
hands of every Common Composer ; and in one of your 
tranquillest moods, when you have most leisure from 
those sad thoughts which sometimes unworthily beset 
you — ^yet a mood in itself not unallied to the better sort 
of melancholy — ^laying by, for once, the lofty Organ, with 
which you shake the Temples, attune, as to the Pipe of 
Paris himself, to some milder and love-according instru- 
ment, this pretty Courtship between Paris and his (then- 
not-as-yet-forsaken) (Enone. Oblige me, and all more 
knowing Judges of Music and of Poesy, by the adaptation 
of fit musical numbers, which it only wants, to be the 
rarest Love Dialogue in our Language. 

Your Implorer C. L. 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lettbr COOXXX.] [May 1827.] 

Sir — A correspondent in your last number rather 
hastily asserts that there is no other authority than 
Davenporfs Tragedy for the poisoning of Matilda by 
King John. It oddly enough happens, that in the same 
number appears an extract from a play of Heywood’s, of 
an older date, in two parts, in which play the fact of 
such poisoning, as well as her identity with Maid Marian, 
are equally established. Michael Drayton, also, hath a 
legend confirmatory (so far as poetical authority can go) 
of the violent manner of her death. But neither he nor 
Davenport confounds her with Eobin^s mistress. Besides 
the named authorities, old Fuller, I think, somewhere 
relates, as matter of chronicle-history, that old Fitzwater 
(he is called Fitzwater both in Heywood and in Daven- 
port), being banished after his daughter’s murder, — some 
ye£irs subsequently. King John, at a tournament in 
France, being delighted with the valiant bearing of a 
combatant in the lists, and enquiring his name, was told 
it was his old servant, the banished Fitzwater, who 
desired nothing more heartily than to be reconciled to 
his liege ] and an affecting reconciliation followed. In 
the common collection, called “ Kobin Hood’s Garland ” 
(I have not seen Eitson’s), no mention is made, if I 
remember, of the nobility of Marian. Is she not the 
daughter of old Squire Gamwell, of Gamwell Halil 
Sorry that I cannot gratify the curiosity of your “ dis- 
embodied spirit” (who, as such is, methinks, sufficiently 
“veiled” from our notice) with more authentic testi- 
monies, I rest, 

Your humble Abstractor, 0. L. 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lbti’er CCOXXXI.] JSnJUldi and for sonu weeks £o comet 

June 11, 1827. 

Deax B. B. — One word more of the picture verses, 
and that for good and all ; pray with a neat pen alter 
one line 

“ His learning seenis to lay small stress on ” 
to 

“ His learning lays no mighty stwa on ” 

to avoid the unseemly recurrence (ungraxnmatical also) 
of ‘‘ seems in the next line, besides tlie nonsense of 
“ but ” there, as it now stands. And I request you, as 
a personal favour to me, to erase the last line of all, 
which I should never have written from myself. The 
fact is, it was a silly joke of Hood’s, who gave me the 
frame (you judged rightly it was not its own) with the 
remark that you would like it because it was b— d b~»Hi ; 
and I lugged it in : but I shall be quite hurt if it stands, 
because tho’ you and yours have too good sense to 
object to it, I would not have a sentence of mine seen 
that to any foolish ear might seem unrespectful to thee. 
Let it end at appalling ” : the joke is coarse and useless, 
and hurts the tone of the rest. Take your best ** ivory- 
handled ” and scrape it forth. 

Your specimen of what you might liave written is 
hardly fair. Had it been a present to me, I should have 
taken a more sentimental tone : but of a trifle from me 
it was my cue to speak in an underish tone of commenda- 
tion. Prudent ^vers (what word for such a nothing) 
disparage their gifts 3 ’tis an art we have. So you see 
you wouldn’t have been so wrong taking a higher tone. 
But enough of nothing. By the by, I suspected M. of 
being the disparager of the frame : hence a certam line. 

For the frame, ’tis as the room is where it hangs. 
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It huug up fronting my old cobwebby folios and battered 
furniture (the fruit piece has resumed its place), and was 
much better than a spick and span one. But if your 
room be very neat and your other pictures bright with 
gilt, it should be so too. I can’t judge, not having seen, 
but my dingy study it suited. 

Martin’s “Belshazzar” (the picture) I have seen. 
Its architectural effect is stupendous; but the human 
figures, the squalling contorted little antics that are 
playing at being frightened, like children at a sham 
ghost, who half know it to be a mask, are detestable. 
Then the letters are nothing more than a transparency 
lighted up, such as a Lord might order to be lit up on a 
sudden at a Christmas gambol, to scare the ladies. The 
type is as plain as Baskerville’s : they should have been dim, 
full of mystery, letters to the mind rather than the eye. 

Eembrandt has painted only Belshazzar and a courtier 
or two (taking a part of the banquet for the whole), not 
fribbled out a mob of fine folks. Then everything is so 
distinct, to the very necklaces, and that foolish little 
prophet. What one point is there of interest? The 
ided of such a subject is, that you the spectator should 
see nothing but what at the time you would have seen, — 
the hand, and the King , — ^iiot to be at leisure to make 
tailor-remarks on the dresses, or, Dr. Kitchener-like, to 
examine the good things at table. 

Just such a confused piece is his “Joshua,” frittered 
ifito a thousand fragments, little armies here, little armies 
there — you should see only the Sun and Joshua. If I 
remember, he has not left out that luminary entirely; 
but for Joshua, I was ten minutes a finding him out. 
Still he is showy in all that is not the human figure 
or the preternatural interest : but the first are below a 
drawing-school girl’s attainment, and the last is a phan- 
tasmagoric trick, — “ Now you shall see what you shall 
see, dare is Balshazar and dare is Daniel.” 

You have my thoughts of M., and so adieu ! 

0. Lamb. 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lettbe CCCXXXIL] [June 1827.] 

Dear Sir — Somebody has fairly play’d a hoax on you 
(I suspect that pleasant rogue Moxon) in sending you 
the sonnet in my name inserted in your last number. 
True it is that I must own to the verses being mine, but 
not written on the occasion there pretended ; for I have 
not yet had the pleasure of seeing the lady in the part of 
Emmeline ; and I have understood that the force of her 
acting in it is rather in the expression of new-born sight, 
than of the previous want of it. The lines were r^ly 
written upon her performance in the “ Blind Boy,” and 
appeared in the “ Morning Chronicle ” some years back. 
I suppose our facetious friend thought they would serve 
again, like an old coat new-turned. 

Yours (and his, nevertheless), 0. Lamb. 


To Mr. PATMOBE. 

LbtterOCCXXXIIL] Londres, Julie 1% 1827. 

Dear P. — I am so poorly. I have been to a funeral, 
where I made a pun, to the consternation of the rest of 
the mourners. And we had wine. I can’t describe to 
you the howl which the widow set up at proper intervals. 
Dash could, for it was not unlike what he makes. 

The letter I sent you was one directed to the care of 

E. W , India House, for Mrs. H[azlitt]. Which Mrs. 

H I don’t yet know ; but A has taken it to 

France on speculation. Keally it is embarrassing. There 
is Mrs. present H., Mrs. late H., and Mrs. John H., and 
to which of the three Mrs. Wigginses it appertains, I 
know not. I wanted to open it, but ’tis transportation. 

I am sorry you are plagued about your book. I would 
strongly recommend you to take for one story Massinger’s 
Old Law.” It is exquisite. I can think of no other. 
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Dash is frightful this morning. He whines and 
stands up on his hind legs. He misses Becky, who is 
gone to town. I took him to Barnet the other day, 
and he couldn’t eat his vittles after it. Pray God his 
intellectuals be not slipping. 

Mary is gone out for some soles. I suppose ’tis no 
use to ask you to come and partake of ’em ; else there is 
a steam vessel 

I am doing a tragi-comedy in two acts, and have got 
on tolerably ; but it will be refused, or worse. I never 
had luck with anything my name was put to. 

0, I am so poorly 1 I waked it at my cousin’s the 
bookbinder, who is now with God ; or, if he is not, ’tis 
no fault of mine. 

Wo hope the Prank wines do not disagree with Mrs. 
p . By the way, I like her. 

Did you ever taste frogs ? Get them if you can. They 
are like little Lilliput rabbits, only a thought nicer. 

How sick I am !— not of tlxe world, but of the widow’s 
shrub. She’s sworn under £6000, but I think she 
perjured herself. She howls in E la, and I comfort her 
in B flat. You understand music ? 

If you hav’n’t got Massinger, you have nothing to do 
but go to the first Biblioth^que you can light upon at 
Boulogne, and Jisk for it (Gifford’s edition) ; and if they 
hav’n’t got it you can have ^‘Athalie” par Monsieur 
Racine, and make the best of it. But that “ Old Law ” 
is delicious. 

“Ho shrimps !” (that’s in answer to Mary’s question 
about how the soles are to be done). 

I am uncertain where this wandering letter may reach 
you. What you mean by Poste Restante, God knows. Do 
you mean I must pay the postage ? So I do, to Dover. 

We had a merry passage with the widow at the 
Oommons. She was howling — part howling and part 
giving directions to the proctor — when crash ! down went 
my sister through a crazy chair, and made the clerks 
grin, and I grinned, and the widow tittered, and then I 
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knew that she was not inconsolable. Mary was more 
frightened than hurt. 

She'd make a good match for anybody (by she, I 
mean the widow). 

“ If he bring but a relict away, 

He is happy, nor heard to complain.” 

Shenstone. 

Procter has got a wen growing out at the nape of his 
neck, which his wife wants him to have cut off ; but I 
think it is rather an agreeable excrescence : like his 
poetry, redundant. Hone has hanged himself for debt. 
Godwin was taken up for picking pockets. Moxon has 
fallen in love with Emma, our nut-brown maid. Becky 
takes to bad courses. Her father was blown up in a 
steam machine. The coroner found it ** insanity." I 
should not like him to sit on my letter. 

Do you observe my direction. Is it Gallic — classical 1 
Do try and get some frogs. You must ask for “grenouillcs ” 
(green eels). They don't understand frogs," though 'tis 
a common phrase with us. 

If you go through Bulloign (Boulogne), inquire if old 
Godfrey is living, and how he got home from the crusades. 
He must be a very old man. 

If there is anything new in politics or literature in 
France, keep it till I see you again, for Pm in no hurry. 
Ohatty Briant is well I hope. 

I think I have no more news ; only ^ve both our 

loves (all three, says Dash), to Mrs. P , and bid her 

get quite well, as I am at present, bating qualms, and 
the grief incident to losing a valuable relation. 0. D 


To Mbs. SHELLEY. 

LBrrTEE COOXXXiy.] MnfieU, July 26, 1827. 

Dear Mrs. Shelley — At the risk of throwing away 
some fine thoughts, I must write to say how pleased we 
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were with your very kind remembering of us (who have 
unkindly run away from all our friends) before you go. 
Perhaps you are gone, and then my tropes are wasted. 
If any piece of better fortune has lighted upon you than 
you expected, but less than we wish you, we are rejoiced. 
We are here trying to like soKtude, but have scarce 
enough to justify the experiment. We get some, how- 
ever. The six days are our Sabbath ; the seventh — why, 
Cockneys will come for a little fresh air, and so — 

But by your months or October at furthest, we hope 
to see Islington ; I, like a giant refreshed with the leaving 
off of wine ; and Mary, pining for Mr. Moxon's books 
and Mr. Moxon’s society. Then we shall meet. 

I am busy with a farce in two acts; the incidents 
tragi-comic. I can do the dialogue commey for : but the 
damned plot — I believe I must omit it altogether. The 
scenes come after one another like geese, not marshalling 
like cranes or a Hyde Park review. The story is as 
simple as G[corge] B[yer], and the language plain as 
his spouse. The characters are three women to one 
man ; which is one more than laid hold on him in the 
“Evangely.” I think that prophecy squinted towards 
my drama. 

I want some Howard Paine to sketch a skeleton of 
artfully succeeding scenes through a whole play, as the 
courses are aixanged in a cookery book : I to find wit, 
passion, sentiment, character, and the like trifles : to lay 
in the dead colours,— -I’d Titianesque ’em up : to mark 
the channel in a cheek (smooth or furrowed, yours or 
mine), and where tears shoidd course I’d draw the waters 
down : to say where a joke should come in or a pim be 
left out : to bring my persorm on and ofi‘ like a Beau 
Nash ; and I’d Frankenstein them there : to bring three 
together on the stage at once ; they are so shy with me, 
that I can get no more than two ; and there they stand 
till it is the time, without being the season, to withdraw 
them. 

I am teaching Emma Latin to qualify her for a superior 
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governesB-ship ; which we see no prospect of her getting. 
’Tis like feeding a child with chopped hay from a spoon. 
Sisyphus his labours were as nothing to it. 

Actives and passives jostle in her nonsense, till a 
deponent enters, like Chaos, more to embroil the fray. 
Ker prepositions are suppositions ; her conjunctions copu- 
lative have no connection in them ; her concords disagree ; 
her interjections are purely English “Ah!'^ and “Oh!” 
with a yawn and a gape in the same tongue ,• and she 
herself is a lazy, blockheadly supine. As I say to her, 
ass in prcesenti rarely makes a wise man in futuro. 

But I daresay it was so with you when you began 
Latin, and a good while after. 

Good-by 1 Mary’s lova 

Yours tndy, 0. Lamb, 


To Sm JOHN STODDART. 

Lettbe CCOXXXV.] {Aicgmt 9, 1827,] 

Dear Knight — Old Acquaintance — ’Tis with a violence 
to the jmre imagination {vide the “ Excursion ” passim) 
that I can bring myself to believe I am writing to Dr. 
Stoddart once again, at Malta But the deductions of 
severe reason warrant the proceeding. I write from 
Enfield, where we are seriously weighing the advantages 
of dulness over the over-excitement of too much company, 
but have not yet come to a conclusion. What is the 
news 1 for we see no paper here ; perhaps you can send 
us an old one from Malta. Only, I heard a butcher in 
the market-place whisper something about a change of 
ministry. I don’t know who’s in or out, or care, only as 
it might affect you. For domestic doings, I have only 
to tell, with extreme regret, that poor Elisa Fenwick 
(that was) — Mrs. Rutherford — is dead ; and that we 
have received a most heart-broken letter from her mother 
—left with four grandchildren, orphans of a living 
scoundrel lurking about the pothouses of Little Russell 
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Street, London : they and she — God help ’em ! — at New 
York. I have just received Godwin’s third volume of 
the Bepublicj which only reaches to the commencement 
of the Protectorate. I think he means to spin it out to 
his life’s thread. Have you seen Fearn’s Anti-Toohe? 
I am no judge of such things— you are ; but I think it 
very clever indeed. If I knew your bookseller, I’d order 
it for you at a venture : ’tis two octavos, Longman and 
Co. Or do you read now ? Tell it not in the Admiralty 
Court, but my head aches Kesterno vim. I can scarce 
pump up words, much less ideas, congruous to be sent so 
far. But your son must have this by to-night’s post. . . . 
Manning is gone to Rome, Naples, etc., probably to touch 
at Sicily, Malta, Guernsey, etc. ; but I don’t know the 
map. Hazlitt is resident at Paris, whence he pours his 
lampoons in safety at his friends in England. He has 
his boy with him. I am teaching Emma Latin. By the 
time you can answer this, she will be qualified to instruct 
young ladies : she is a capital English reader : and S. T. 0. 
acknowledges that a part of a passage in Milton she read 
better than he, and part he read best, her part being the 

shorter. But, seriously, if Lady St (oblivious 

pen, that was about to write Mrs. J) could hear of such 
a young person wanted (she smatters of French, some 
It^an, music of course), we’d send our loves by her. My 
congratulations and assurances of old esteem. 0. L. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter CCCXXXVL] August 10, 1827. 

Dear B. B. — I have not been able to answer you, for 
we have had and are having (I just snatch a moment) 
oxu: poor quiet retreat, to which we fled from society, 
full of company — some staying with us; and this 
moment, as I write, almost, a heavy importation of two 
old ladies has come in. "^^ither can I take wing from 
the oppression of human faces'? Would I were in a 
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wilderness of apes, tossing cocoa-nuts about, grinning and 
grinned at 1 

Mitford was hoaxing you, surely, about my engraving ; 
’tis a little sixpenny thing, too like by half, in which the 
draughtsman has done his best to avoid flattery. There 
have been two editions of it, which I think are aU gone, 
as they have vanished from the window where they 
liung — a print-shop, corner of Great and Little Queen 
Streets, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, where any London friend 
of yours may inquire for it ; for I am (though you wonH 
understand it) at Enfield Chase (Mrs. Leishman’s). We 
have been here near three months, and shall stay two 
more, if people will let us alone ; but they persecute us 
from village to village. So, don’t direct to Islington 
again, till fiu’ther notice. I am trying my hand at a 
drama, in two acts, founded on Orabbe’s ‘‘Confidant,” 
mutatis mutandis. You like the Odyssey. Did you ever 
read my “ Adventures of XJlysses,” founded on Chapman’s 
old translation of it 'I For children or men. Chapman 
is divine, and my abridgment has not quite emptied him 
of his divinity. When you come to town I’ll show it to 
you. You have well described your old-fashioned grand 
paternal hall. Is it not odd that every one’s earliest 
recollections are of some such place I I had my Blakes- 
ware (Blakesmoor in the London). I7othing fills a child’s 
mind like a large old mansion ; better if un — -or partially 
— occupied ; peopled with the spirits of deceased members 
of the county and Justices of the Quorum. Would I were 
buried in the peopled solitude of one, with my feelings 
at seven years old I Those marble busts of the Emperors, 
they seemed as if they were to stand for ever, as they 
had stood from the living days of.Kome, in that old 
marble hah, and I to partake of their permanency. 
Eternity was, while I thought not of Time. But he 
thought of me, and they are toppled down, and com 
covers the spot of the noble old dwelhng and its princely 
gardens. I feel like a passhopper that, chirping about 
the grounds, escaped his scythe only by my littleness. 



TO HONK. 177 

Even now lie is whetting one of his smallest razors to 
clean wipe me out, perhaps. Well ! 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Letter CGCXXXVIL] [August 10, 1827.] 

My dear Hone — ^We are both excessively grieved at 
dear Matilda^s illness, whom we have ever regarded with 
the greatest respect. Pray God, your next news, which 
we shall expect most anxiously, shall give hopes of her 
recovery. 

Mary keeps her liealth very well, and joins in kind 
remembrances and best wishes. 

A few mere Numbers (about 7) will empty my 
Extract Book ; then wc will consult about the “ Speci- 
mens.” By then, I hope you will be able to talk about 
business. How you continue your book at all, and so 
well, in trying circumstances, I know not. But don’t 
let it stop. Would to God I could help you ! — but we 
have the house full of company, which we came to avoid. 

God bless you. 0. L. 

Mr. Hone, 

2*2, Belvidoro Place, 

South walk. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter CCCXXXVII I. ] August 28, 1827. 

Dear B. B.~- -I am thankful to you for your ready 
compliance with my wishes. Emma is delighted with 
your verses, to which I liave appended this notice, “ The 
sixth line refers to the child of a dear friend of the 
author’s, named Emma,” without wliich it must be obscure, 
and have sent it with four album poems of my own (your 
daughter’s with your heading, requesting it a place next 
VOL. II. ^ 



178 LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 

mine), to a Mr. Fraser, who is to be editor of a more 
snpeA) pocket-book than has yet appeared, by far 1 the 
property of some wealthy booksellers ; but whom, or what 
its name, I forgot to ask. It is actually to have in it 
schoolboy exercises by his present Majesty and the late 
Duke of York. So Lucy will come to Court ; how she 
will be stared at 1 Wordsworth is named as a contributor. 
Fraser, whom I have slightly seen, is editor of a forthcome 
or coming Review of foreign books, and is intimately con- 
nected with Lockhart, etc. So I take it that this is a con- 
cern of Murray's. Walter Scott also contributes mainly. 
I have stood ojff a long time from these annuals, which are 
ostentatious trumpery, but could not withstand the request 
of Jameson, a particular Mend of mine and Coleridge. 

I shall hate myself in frippery, strutting along, and 
vying finery with beaux and belles, with “ future Lord 
Byrons and sweet L. E, L.'s.” Your taste, I see, is less 
simple than mine, which the difference of our persuasions 
has doubtless effected. In fact, of late you have so 
Frenchified your style, larding it with hors de comhaU^ 
and au desopoirs, that o' my conscience the Foxian blood 
is quite dried out of you, and the skipping Monsieur 
spirit has been infused. Doth Lucy go to balls'? I 
must remodel my lines, which I wrote for her. I hope 
A. K keeps to her primitives. 

If you have anything you'd like to send further, I 
daresay an honourable place would be given to it ; but I 
have not heard from Fraser since I sent mine, nor shall 
probably again, and therefore I do not solicit it as from 
him. Yesterday I sent off my tragi- comedy to Mr. 
Kemble. Wish it luck. I made it all (’tis blank verse, 
and I think of the true old dramatic cut) or most of it in 
the green lanes about Enfield, where I am, and mean to 
remain, in spite of your peremptory doubts on that head. 
Your refdsal to lend your poetical sanction to my “ Icon," 
and your reasons to Evans, are most sensible. Maybe I 
may hit on a line or two of my own jocular ; maybe not. 
Do you never Londonise again ? I should like to talk 
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over old poetry with you of which I have much, and you, 
I think, littla Do your Drummonds allow no holidays 1 
I would willingly come and work for you a three weeks 
or so, to let you loose. Would I could sell or give you 
some of my leisure ! Positively, the best thing a man 
can have to do is nothing, and next to that perhaps — 
good works. I am but poorlyish, and feel myself writing 
a dull letter; poorlyish from company; not generally, 
for I never was better, nor took more walks, fourteen 
miles a day on an average, with a sporting dog. Dash. 
You would not know the plain poet, any more than he 
doth recognise James Nayler tricked out au deserpoy 
(how do you spell it ?) Bn passaifU, Baiine entendre de 
7 non hon Imrime mr surveillance de croix, ma pas Vkoinme 
figuratif. Do you understand me 1 0. Lamb. 


To WILLIAM HOKE. 

Lkttkr OCCXXXIX.] Sunday^ SepUmler 2 [1827]. 

Dear Hone —By the verses in yesterday's Table Book^ 
sign'd I judge you are going on better ; but I want to 
he resoMd* Allsop promised to call on you, and let me 
know, but has not. Pray attend to this ; and send me 
the number before the present (pages 225 to 256), which 
my newsman has neglect'd. Your book improves every 
week. I have written hero a thing in 2 acts, and sent 
it to Oov^ Qard. 

Yours, 0. Lamb. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 

Letter COCXL.] September 6, 1827. 

Dear Dib. — Emma Isola, who is with us, has opened 
an album : bring some verses with you for it on Satur- 
day evening. Any fun will do. I am teaching her 
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Latin; you may make something of that. Don't be 
modest. For in it you shall appear, if I rummage out 
some of your old pleasant letters for rhymes. But an 
original is better. 

Has your Pa * any scrap ^ 0. L. 

We shall be most glad to see your sister or sisters 
with you. Can't you contrive it*? Write in that case. 

* The infantile word for father. 

T. Dibdin, Esq., 

Messrs. Railtona’, 

Old Jewry, London, 


Letter CCCXLL] S^temher 13, 1827. 

Dear John — Your verses are very pleasant, and have 
been adopted into the splendid Emmatic constellation, 
where they are not of the least magnitude. She is 
delighted with their merit and readiness. They are just 
the thing. The 14th line is found. We advertised it. 
“ Hell is cooling for want of company." We shall make 
it up, along with our kitchen fire to roast you into our new 
House where I hope you will find us in a few Sundays. We 
have actually taken it, and a compact thing it will be. 

Kemble does not return till the month's end. 

My heart sometimes is good, sometimes bad about it, 
as the day turns out wet or walky. 

Emma has just died, choked with a Gerand-in-dum. 
On opening her, we found a Participle- in -rus in the peri- 
cardium. The King never dies, which may be the reason 
that it always reigns here. 

We join in loves. 0. L. his orthograph. 

What a pen ! 

Mr. John B. Dibdin, 

Messrs. Rankings, 

Old Jewry. 



TO HOOD. 


181 


To THOMAS HOOD. 

Letxxse 000X1^11.] T^iesday [SeptemUr 18, 1827]. 

Dear Hood— If I have anytliing in niy head, I will 
send it to Mr. Watts. Strictly speaking, he should have 
had my album-versos, but a very intimate friend impor- 
tun'd me for the trifles, and I believe I forgot Mr. Watts, 
or lost sight at the time of his similar wuvenir, Jamieson 
conveyed the farce from me to Mrs. 0. Kemble ; he will 
not be in town before the 27th. Give our kind loves to 
all at Eighgate, and tell them that we have finally torn 
ourselves outright away from Oolebrooke, where I had no 
health, and are about to domiciliate for good at Enfield, 
where I have experienced good, 

“ Lorti, what good hours do we keep 1 
How quietly we sleep P* 

See the rest in the Complete Angler. 

We have got our books into our new house. I am a 
dray-horse, if I was not asham'd of the undigested, 
dirty lumber, as I toppled 'em out of the cart, and blest 
Becky that came with 'em for her having an -unstuff'd 
brain with such rubbish. We shall get in by Michaers 
Mass. 'Twas with some pain we were evuls’d from Cole- 
brook. You may find some of our flesh sticking to the 
door-posts. To change habitations is to die to them; 
and in my time I have died seven deaths. But I don't 
know whether every such change does not bring with it 
a rejuvenescence. 'Tis an enterprise; and shoves back 
the sense of deatli's approximating, which, tho’ not terrible 
to me, is at all times particularly distasteful. My house- 
deaths have generally bean periodical, recurring after 
seven years; but this last is premature by half that 
time. Out off in the flower of Oolebrook 1 The Middle- 
tonian stream, and all its echoes, mourn. Even minnows 
dwindle. A pa/rvu jftmU minimi / I fear to invite Mra 



182 LETTERS OF OHARLES LAMB. 

Hood to OUT new mansion, lest she envy it, and hate us. 
But when we are fairly in, I hope she ^vill come and try 
it. I heard she and you were made unconifortable by 
some unworthy-to-be-cared-for attacks, and have tried to 
set up a feeble counter-action thro’ the T((bk Jkoh of 
last Saturday. Has it not reach’d you, that you are silent 
about iti Our new domicile is no manor-house; but 
new, and externally not inviting, but furnish’d within 
with every convenience : capital new locks to every door, 
capital grates in every room ; with nothing to pay for 
incoming ; and the rent iBlO less than the Islington one. 
It was bunt, a few years since, at £1100 expense, they 
tell me — and I perfectiy believe ii And I get it for 
£36, exclusive of moderate taxes. We think ourselves 
most lucky. 

It is not our intention to abandon Eogent Street, 
and West -End perambulations (monastic and terrible 
thought !), but occasionally to breathe the fresher air of 
the metropolis. We shall put up a bedroom or two (all 
we want) for occasional ex- rustication, whore we shall 
visit — not be visited. Plays, too, we’ll see—porhaps our 
own ; IJrbani Sylvani and Sylvan Urbanuses in turn ; 
courtiers for a sport, then philosophers ; old, homely teU- 
truths and learn-truths in the virtuous shades of Enfield, 
liars again and mocking gibers in the coffee-houses ancl 
resorts of London. What can a mortal desire more for 
his bi-parted nature 1 

0, the cuxds-and-cream you shall eat with us here ! 

0, the turtle-soup and lobster-salads we shall devour 
with you there 1 

0, the old books we shall peruse here 1 
0, the new nonsense we shall trifle over there ! 

0, Sir T. Browne, here I 

0, Mr. Hood and Mr. Jordan, there I 

Thine, 

0. .(uBBAinre) L. (sYLVANtrs)— (Elia ambo)— — 
IndoB’d axe verses which Emma sat down to write 
^er first) on the eve after yonr departure. Of course, 
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they are only for Mrs. H/s penisal. They will shew, at 
least, that one of oxir party is not willing to cut old 
friends. What to call ^ein I don’t know. Blank verse 
they are not, because of the rhymes ; rhymes they are 
not, because of the blank verse; heroics they are not, 
because they are lyric ; lyric they are not, because of the 
heroic measiure. They must be cxiird Emmaics. 

Tlie Hoods, 2, Robert Street, 

Adelphi, London. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 

Lettbk OCOXLIIL] 18, 1827. 

My dear, and now more so, John—'Ro'w that name 
smacks 1 What an honest, Ml, English, and yet withal 
holy and apostolic sound it bears, above the methodistical 
priggish Bishoppy name of Timothy, under which I had 
obscured your merits ! 

What I think of the paternal verses you shall read 
within, which I assure you is not pen praise but heart 
praise. 

It is the gem of the Dibdin Muses. I have got all 
my books into my new house, and their readers in a fort- 
night will follow, to whoso joint converse nobody shall be 
more welcome than you, and any of yours. 

The house is perfection to our use and comfort. 
Milton is come. I wish Wordsworth were here to meet 
him. The next importation is of pots and saucepans, 
window curtains, crockery, and such base ware. 

The pleasure of moving, when Becky moves for you. 
0 the moving Becky 1 I hope you will come and wa/rm 
the house with the first. 

From my temporary domicile, Enfield. 

Elia, that “ is to go.” 

Mr. John Bibdin, 

Messrs. Rankings, 

Old Jewry, 
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To HENRY COLBURN. 

JS^field Chase A^idc, 

Lettee CCOXLIV.] Septmiher 25, 1827. 

Dear Sir — I beg leave in the warmest manner to 
recommend to your notice Mr. Moxon, the bearer of this, 
if by any chance yourself should want a steady hand in 
your business, or know of any Publisher that may want 
such a one. He is at present in the house of Messrs. 
Longman and Co., where he has been established for 
more than six years, and has the conduct of one of the 
four departments of the Country Line. A difference 
respecting salary, which he expected to be a little raised 
on his last promotion, makes him wish to try to better 
himself I believe him to be a young man of the highest 
integrity and a thorough man of business, and should not 
have taken the liberty of recommending him, if I had 
not thought him capable of being highly useful. 

I am, Sir, with great respect, your h’blo servant, 

Charles Lamb. 


To P. a. PATMORE. 

Mrs, Lmhmmds^ Ohaas^ MnJkU^ 
Letter OOOXLV.] 1827. 

Dear P. — Excuse my anxiety, but how is Dash 1 I 
should have asked if Mrs. Patmore kept her rules, and 
was improving; but Dash came uppermost. The order 
of our thoughts should be the order of our writing. Goes 
he muzzled, or a^p&rto ore ? Are his intellects sound, or 
does he wander a little in his conversation 1 You cannot 
be too careful to watch the first symptoms of incoherenca 
The first illogical snarl he makes, to St Luke’s with him I 
All the dogs here are going mad, if you believe the over- 
seers ; but I protest they seem to me very rational and 
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collected. But nothing m m deceitful m wad to 

those who are not used to them. Try him with hot 
water : if he won^t lick it up it is a sign he does not like 
It Does his tail w’^ag lioriisontaliy, or perpendicularly 1 
That has decided the fate of mauy dop in EnMd. Is 
his general deportment <‘heerful 1 I mean wlwn ha is 
pleased— for other wises there is no judging. You can’t 
be too careful Has he bit any of the children yet ? If 
he has, have them shot, and kt^p Mm for curiewity, to 
see if it was the hydrophobia. They say all our army in 
India had it at one time ; but that was in lipdmr-AllfB 
time. Do you pt paunch for him 1 Take mm the sheep 
was Sana You might pull out his teeth (if he would let 
you), and then you need not mind if he were as mad as 
a Bedlamite. It would be rather ftm to se^ his odd ways. 
It might amuse Mrs. P— «». and the children. Theykl 
have more sense than he. Heki be like a fool kept in a 
family, to keep the household in good humour with their 
own understanding. You might teach him the mad 
dance, set to the mad howl Madge OwUi would be 
nothing to him. “ My 1 how ho caprs I [/n the margin 
u wrUtmy One of the cMldrm $pmh . . . What 
I scratch out is a German quotation, from Lessing, on 
the bite of rabid animals ; but I remember you don’t read 
German. But Mrs. P— - may, so I wish I had let it 
stand. The meaning in English is—** Avoid to approach 
an animal suspected of madness, u you would avoid fire 
or a precipit^,” which I think is a sensible observation. 
The Germans are certainly profounder than we. If the 
slightest suspicion arises in your breast that all is not 
right with him, mussde him and Imd him in a string 
(common pack-thread will do— he don’t care for twist) 
to Mr. Hood’s, his quondam master, and hell take him in 
at any tima You may mention your suspicion, or not, 
as you like, or as yoq think it may wound or not Mr. H-’s 
fealinp Hood, I know, will wink at a few folliw in 
Dash, in consideration of his formm: sensa Baides, Hood 
is deaf, and if you hinted anything, taa to ane he worJd 
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not heax yon. Besides, you will have discharged your 
conscience, and kid the child at tlie right door, as 
they say. 

We are dawdling our time away very idly and plea- 
santly at a Mrs, Leishmards, Chase, Enfield, where, if 
you come a-hunting, we can give you cold meat and a 
tankard. Her huslmd is a tmlor ; but that, you know, 
does not make her one. I know a jailor (which rhymes), 
but his wife was a fine lady. 

Let us hear from you respecting Mra P -’s regimen. 

I send my love in a to Daslx, 0. Lamb. 

[What follows was written on the outside of the 
letter ] 

Seriously, I wish you would call upon Hood when you 
are that way. He’s a capital fellow. I’ve sent him two 
poems, one ordered by his wife, and written to order; 
and ’tis a week since, and Pve not heard from him. I 
fear something is the matter* 

Our kindest remembrance to Mrs. P. 


To H. OKABB BOBINBOK 

LettbeOOOXLVL] Chase Side, Ocioher 1, 1827. 

Bear R — I am settled for life I hope at EMeld. I 
have taken the prettiest, compactest house I ever saw, 
near to Antony Eobinson’s 1 but, alas 1 at the expense of 
poor Mary, who was taken iU of her old complaint the 
night before we got into it So I must suspend the 
pleasure I expected in the surprise you would have had 
in coming down, and finding us householders. Farewell, 
till we can all meet comfortable. Pray apprise Martm 
Burney. Him I longed to have seen with you ; but our 
house is too small to meet either of you without her 
knowledge. 

God bless you. 



Tu imnm. 


im 


To J. B. DIBDIE 


Letter CCOXLVIL ] fktohr % 1 827. 

My dear Dilniin— It ii^ives me great pain to liave to 
say that I camuji Iiave the pleasure of seeing you for 
some time. We are in our house, but Mary has been 
seized with one of her peritxlioal disorders— a temimrary 
derangement— which commonly lasts for two months. 
You sTiall have the first notice of her convaJeseonce. Oan 
you not send your manuscript by the coach 1 directed to 
Ohase Side, next to Mr. Westwood's Insurance Ofim I 
will take great care of ii 

Yours most tndy, C. Lamb, 


To BAEEON FIELD, 

LKTrEE OOOXLVin.] Octoher 4, 1827. 

I am not in humour to return a fit reply to your 
pleasant letter. Wa are fairly housed at Enfield, and 
an angel shall not persuade mo to wicked London ^ain. 
We have now six Sabljatlwlays in a week ioT—nms/ 
The change has worked on my sister's mind to make her 
iU ; and I must wiiit a tedious time before we cmi hope 
to eryoy this placja in unison. Epjoy it, when she recovers, 
I know we shalL I see no shadow, but in her illness, 
for repenting the step I For Mathews— I know my own 
utter unfitness for sucdi a task. I am no liaud at deseri!) • 
ing costuma, a great requisite in an account of mannered 
pictures. I have not the sliglitost acquaintance with 
pictorial languiige even. An imitator of me, or rather 
pretender to be me, in his ** Rejected Articles," hm made 
me minutely describe tho dresses of the poiwardes at 
Calais I— I could as soon resolve Euclid. I have no eye 
for forms and fashions. I substitute analysis, and pt 
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rid of the phenomenon by slurring in for it its impres- 
sion. I am sure you must have observed this defect, or 
peculiarity, in my writings; else the delight would be 
incalculable in doing such a thing for Mathows~-whom I 
greatly like — and Mrs. Mathews, whom I almost greatlier 
like. What a feast ’twould be to he sitting at the 
pictures painting 'em into words ; but I could almost as 
soon make words into pictures. I speak this deliberately, 
and not out of modesty. I pretty well know what I 
can’t do. 

My sister’s verses are homely, but just what they 
should be ; I send them, not for the poetry, but the 
good sense and good will of them. I was beginning to 
transcribe ; but Emma is sadly jealous of its getting into 
more hands, and I won’t spoil it in her eyes by divulging 
it. Gome to Enfield, and read it As my poor cousin, 
the bookbinder, now with God, told me most sentiment- 
ally, that having purchased a picture of fish at a dead 
man’s sale, his heart ached to see how the widow grieved 
to part with it, being her dear husband’s favourite ; and 
he almost apologised for his generosity by saying he could 
not help telling the widow she was “ welcome to come 
and look at it” — e.g, at his home — “as often as she 
pleased.” There was the germ of generosity in an un- 
educated mind. He had just reading enough from the 
backs of books for the “nec sinit esse feros”; had he 
read inside, the same impulse would have led him to 
give back the two-guinea thing — with a request to see 
it, now and then, at her house. We are parroted into 
delicacy. — Thus you have a tale for a Sonnet. 

Adieu I with (imagine both) our loves. 0. L. 


To H. DODWELL. 

Letter OCCZLIX.] Octdb&r 7, 1827. 

Let us meet if possible when you hobble to town, 
Enfield Chase, nearly opposite to the 1st chapel; or 
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better to define it, eitat Hule opposite a wliite House in 
which a Mrs. Vaughau (in ill health) still resides. 

My dear Bodwell--Your little pig found his way to 
Enfield this luondng without his feet, or rather his little 
feet came first, and iia 1 guessed the rest of him soon 
followed. He is quite a beauty. It was a pity to kill 
him, or m Rice would say, it woidd have been a 

pity not to kill him in his state of innocence. He might 
have lived to be corrupted by the ways of the world, and 
for all his delicate promise have turned out, like an old 
Tea Broker you and I remember, a lump of fat rusty 
Bacon. Btmon was a Beast, my friend at Caine, Marsh, 
used to say— or was it l^ndry ? A rasher of the latter 
still hanp up in Ijcadenhall Your kind letter has left 
a relish upon my taste; it read warm and short as 
to-morrow's crackling. 

I am not (pute so comfortable at home yet as I should 
be eke in the mmteat oompactest house I ever got 
—a perfect Ooil seud ; but for some weeks I must egjoy 
it alona S/w always comes round again. It is a house 
of a few years' standing, built (for its size with every 
convenience) by an old humourist for himself, which he 
tired of lis soon as he got warm in it. Grates, locks, a 
pump, convenience indescribable, and cheap as if it had 
hem old and cravetl repairs. For me, who always take 
the first thing that offers, how lucky that the best should 
first offer itself I My books, my prints are up, and I seem 
(so like this room I write in is to a room tWe) to have 
come here tratisported in the night, like Gulliver in his 
flying house ; and to add to the deception, the Hew River 
has come down from Islington with me. 'Twas what I 
wished— to move my Aoase, and I have realised it. Only 
instead of company seven nights in the week, I see my 
friends on the First Day of it, and enjoy six real Sabbaths. 
The Museiun is a loss, but I am not so far hut I can visit 
it occasionally : and 1 have exhausted the Plays there. 

“Indisputably I shall allow no sage and onion to be 
cramm'd into the throat of so tender a suckling. 
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‘‘ Bread and milk with Bome odoriferous mint, ajid the 
liveret minced. 

“ Come and tell me when he cries, that I may catch 
Ms little eyes. 

“ And do it nice and (That's the Cook’s word.) 

You’ll excuse me, I have been only speaking to Becky 
about the dinner to-morrow. After it, a glass of seldom- 
drunk wine to my friend DodweU, and, if ha will give a 
stranger leave, to Mrs. DodweU : then to the memory of 
the last, and of the last but one, learned DodweU, ot 
whom, but not whom, I have read so mucL The next 
to the Outward and Homeward bound ships ’’—and, if 
the bottle lasts, to the Chairman, Deputy-Chairman, the 
Court of Directors, the Secretary, the Treasurer, and 
Accomptant-General, of the East India Company, with a 
blunt bumper at parting to T AU I can do, I can- 
not make P look like a G n, yet he is portly, 

majestic, hath his nods, his condescensions, his variety of 
behaviour to suit yom Director, your Upper Clerk, your 
Ryles, and your Winfields; he tempers mirth with gravity, 
gives no affront, and expects to receive none, is honoiimble, 
mannered, of good bearing, looks like a man who, accus- 
tomed to respect others, silently extorts reHi>ect from them, 
has it as a sort of in course ; without churning it, finds 
it. What do I miss in him, then, of the essentials of 
gentlemanhood ? He is right sterling^ — but then, some- 
how, he always has that d d large Goldsmith’s Hall 

mark staring upon him. Possibly he is too fat for a 
gentleman — then I think of Charles Fox in the Dropsy ; 
and the burly old Duke of Norfolk, a nobleman, every 
stun of him ! 

I am afraid now you and are gone, there’s scarce 

an ojQ&cer in the Civil Service quite comes up to my notion 

of a gentleman. D certainly does not^ nor his friend 

B . 

0 bobs. K curtsies. W bows like the 

son of a citizen ; F like a village apothecary ; C 

like the Squire’s younger Brother ; R»— . like a crocodile 
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on his hind legs ; H never bows at all — at least to 

xae, S- spulters and stutters. W halters and 

smatters. R— is a coal-heaver. Wolf wants my 

clothing. 0^ simmers, but never boils over. D 

is a Butterfirkin, salt butter. C — — , a pepper-box, 

cayenne. Bor A , E , and 0 , I can answer 

that they have not the slightest pretensions to anything 
but rusticity. Marry, the remaining vowels had some- 
thing of civility about them. Can you make top or tail 
of this nonsense, or tell where it begins ? I will page it. 
How an error in the outset infects to the end of life, or 
of a sheet of paper I Cordially adieu. 0. Lamb. 

H. Bodwell, Esq. 

Maidenhead, 

Berks. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 


Lrttkh CCCL.] [Oc^o&er 1827.] 

Dear Hone — I was most sensibly gratified by receiving 
the T. B. on Friday evening at Enfield 1 ! 

Thank you. In haste, 0. L. 

Don’t spare the Extracts. They’ll eke out till 
Christmas. 

How is your daughter $ 

Mr. Hone, 

*22, Bolvidere Place, 

Southwark, 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Ohme SidSi Enfield, 

Lettee OCOLL] Nowmher 1827. 

My dear B, B, —You will understand my silence when 
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I tell you that my sister, on the very eve of entering into 
a new house we have taken at Enfield, was surprised 
with an attack of one of her sad long illnesses, which 
deprive me of her society, though not of her domestication, 
for eight or nine weeks together. I see her, but it does 
her no good. But for this, we have the snuggest, most 
comfortable house, with everything most compact and 
desirable. Colebrook is a wilderness. The books, prints, 
etc., are come here, and the New River came down 
with us. The familiar prints, the bust, the Milton, 
seem scarce to have changed their rooms. One of 
her last observations was “How frightfully like this 
room is to our room in Islington 1” — our up-stairs 
room, she meant. How I hope you will come some 
better day, and judge of it ! We have tried quiet hero 
for four months, and I will answer for the comfort of 
it enduring. 

On emptying my bookshelves I found an Ulysses, 
which I will send to A. K. when I go to town, for her 
acceptance — unless the book be out of print. One likes 
to have one copy of everything one does. I neglected to 
keep one of “ Poetry for Ohildren,” the joint production 
of Mary and me, and it is not to be had for love or 
money. It had in the title-page “ by the Author of Mrs. 
Lester’s School.” Know you any one that has it, and 
would exchange it? 

Strolling to Waltham Cross the other day, I hit off 
these lines. It is one of the crosses which Edward 
I. caused to be built for his wife at every town 
where her corpse rested between Northamptonshire and 
London : — 

A stately cross each sad spot doth attest, 

Whereat the corpse of Eleanor did rest, 

From Harby fetch’d— her spouse so honour’d her— 

To sleep with royal dust at Westminster. 

And, if less pompous obsequies were thine, 

Duke Brunswick’s daughter, princely Caroline, 

Grudge not, great ghost, nor count thy funeral losses : 

Thou in thy life-time had’st thy share of crosses, 
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My dear B.— My head aches with this little excursion. 
Pray accept two sides for three for once, and believe me 
yours sadly, C. L. 


Letteii OCOLII.] Decemler 4, 1827, 

My dear B. B.— I have scarce spirits to write, yet am 
harassed with not writing. Nine weeks are completed, 
and Mary does not get any better. It is perfectly 
exhausting. Enfield, and everything, is very gloomy. 
But for long experience I should fear her ever getting 
well. I feel most thankful for the spinsterly attentions 
of your sister. Thank the kind “ knitter in the sun ! 
What nonsense seems verse, when one is seriously out 
of hope and spirits 1 I mean, that at this time I 
have some nonsense to write, under pain of incivility. 
Would to the fifth heaven no coxcoml)ess had invented 
Albums I 

I have not had a Bijoux, nor the slightest notice from 
Pickering about omitting four out of five of my things. 
The best thing is never to hear of such a thing as 
a bookseller again, or to think there are publishers. 
Second-hand stationers and old book- stalls for me. 
Authorship should bo an idea of the past. Old Mugs, 
old bishoijs, are venerable ; all present is hollow. I can- 
not make a letter. I have no straw, not a pennyworth 
of chaff, only this may stop your kind importimity to 
know about us. Here is a comfortable house, but no 
tenants. One does not make a household. Do not think 
I am quite in despair ; but, in addition to hope protracted, 
I have a stupifying cold and obstructing headache, and 
the sun is dead. 

I will not fail to apprise you of the revival of a beam. 
Meantime accept this, rather than think I have forgotten 
you all. Best remembrances. 

Yours and theirs truly, 0. Lamb. 


VOL. IL 


0 
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To LEIGH HUNT. 


Lettee CCCLIIL] [Dcmnher} 1827. 

Dear H. — I am here almost in the eleventh week of 
the longest illness my sister ever had, and no symptoms 
of amendment. Some had begun, but relapsed with a 
change of nurse. If she ever gets well, you will like ray 
house, and I shall be happy to show you Enfield country. 

As to my head, it is perfectly at your or any one's 
service; either Myers’ or Hazlitt's, — which last (done 
fifteen or twenty years since) White, of the Accountant’s 
Office, India House, has; he lives in Kentish Town — I 
forget where; but is to be found in Leadenhall daily. 
Take your choice. I should be proud to hang up as an 
alehouse-sign even ; or, rather, I care not about my head 
or anything, but how we are to get well again, for I am 
tired out. 

God bless you and yours from the worst calamity. 

Yours truly, C. L. 

Kindest remembrances to Mrs. Hunt. H.’s is in a 
queer dress. M.’s would be preferable ad populum. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Letter COOLIV.] Dec&mb&r 20, 1827. 

My dear Allsop — I have writ to say to you that I 
hope to have a comfortable X-mas-day with Mary, and I 
cannot bring myself to go from home at present. Your 
kind offer, and the kind consent of the young Lady to 
come, we feel as we should do; pray accept aU of you 
our kindest thanks : at present I think a Visitor (good 
and excellent as we remember her to be) might a little 
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put US out of our way. Emma is with us, and our small 
house just holds us, without obliging Mary to sleep with 
Becky, etc. 

We are going on extremely comfortable, and shall soon 
be in capacity of seeing our friends. Much weakness is 
left still. With thanks and old remembrances, 

Yours, 0. L. 


To BERNAEB BAETON. 

Letter COCLY.] [December] 1827. 

My dear B. — We are all pretty well again and com- 
fortable, and I take a first opportunity of sending the 
Adventures of Ulysses,” hoping that among us — Homer, 
Chapman, and Co. — we shall afford you some pleasure. 
I fear it is out of print ; if not, A. K. will accept it, with 
wishes it were bigger ; if another copy is not to be had, 
it reverts to me and my heirs for ever. With it I send 
a trumpery book ; to which, without my knowledge, the 
editor of the Bijoux has contributed Lucy’s verses ; I am 
ashamed to ask her acceptance of the trash accompanying 
it. Adieu to Albums — for a great while — I said when I 
came here, and had not been fixed for two days ; but my 
landlord’s daughter (not at the Pothouse) requested me 
to write in her female friends’ and in her own. If I go 

to thou art there also, 0 all pervading Album I 

AU over the Leeward Islands, in ISTewfoundland, and the 
Back Settlements, I understand there is no other reading. 
They haunt me. I die of Albophobia 1 0. L. 


Letter COOL VI.] [December] 1827. 

My dear B. B. — A gentleman I never saw before 
brought me your welcome present Imagine a scraping, 
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fiddling, fidgeting, petit-niaitre of a dancing school 
advancing into my plain parlour with a toupdc «ind a 
sideling bow, and presenting the book as if be had been 
handing a glass of lemonade to a young miss : imagine 
this, and contrast it with the serious nature of the book 
presented ! Then task your imagination, reversing this 
picture, to conceive of quite an opposite messenger, a 
lean, strait-locked, whey-faced Methodist, for such wjis he 
in reality who brought it, the Genius (it seems) of the 
Wesleyan Magazine. Certes, friend B., thy Widow’s Tale 
is too horrible, spite of the lenitives of Religion, to 
embody in verse; I hold prose to be the appropriate 
expositor of such atrocities! No offence, but it is a 
cordial that makes the heart sick. Still thy skill in 
compounding it I do not deny. I turn to what gave 
me less mingled pleasure. I find mark’d with pencil 
these pages in thy pretty book, and fear I have been 
penurious : — 

Page 52, 53 — Capital. 

„ 59 — 6th stanza, exquisite simile. 

„ 61 — 11th stanza, equally good. 

„ 108 — 3rd stanza, I long to see Van Balon. 

„ 111 — A downright good sonnet. Dvd. 

„ 153 — Lines at the bottom. 

So you see, I read, hear, and rmrJcy if I don’t learn. In 
short, this little volume is no discredit to any of your 
former, and betrays none of the senility you fear about. 
Apropos of Van Balen, an artist who painted me lately 
had painted a blackamoor praying, and not filling his 
canvas, stuffed in his little girl aside of Blackey, gaping 
at him unmeaningly ; and then didn’t know what to call 
it. Now for a picture to be promoted to the Exhibition 
(Suffolk Street) as Historical^ a subject is requisite. 
What does me 1 I but christened it the Young Cate- 
chist” and furbish’d it with dialogue following, w^hich 
dubb’d it an Historical Painting. Nothing to a friend 
at need. 
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While tins tawny Ethiop prayeth, 

Painter, who is she that stayeth 
By, with sldn of whitest lustre ; 

Sunny locks, a shining cluster ; 

Saint-like seeming to direct him 
To the Power that must protect him ? 

Is she of the heav’n born Three, 

Meek Hope, strong Faith, sweet Charity ? 

Or some Cherub ? 

“ They yon mention 
Far transcend my weak invention. 

’Tis a simjde Christian child. 

Missionary young and mild, 

From her store of script’ral knowledge 
(Bible-taught without a college), 

Which by reading she could gather. 

Teaches him to say Our Father 
To the common Parent, who 
Colour not respects, nor hue. 

White and black in Him have part. 

Who looks not to the skin, but heai’t.^^ 

When I’d done it, the artist (who had clapt in Miss 
merely as a fill-space) swore I exprest his full meaning, 
and the damosel bridled up into a missionary’s vanity. 
I like verses to explain pictures ; seldom pictures to illus- 
trate poems. Your woodcut is a rueful lignum mortis. 
By the by, is the widow likely to marry again ? 

I am giving the fruit of my old play reading at the 
Museum to Hone, who sets forth a portion weekly in the 
Tahle Booh. Do you see it ? How is Mitford ? — I’ll 
just hint that the pitcher, the chord, and the bowl are a 
little too often repeated (passim) in your book, and that 
in page 17, last line but 4, him is put for he ; but the 
poor widow I take it had small leisure for grammatical 
niceties. Don’t you see there’s Ae, myself^ and him; 
why not both Jdm? likewise imperviously is cruelly 
spelt imperiously. These are trifles, and I honestly like 
your book, and you for giving it, though I really am 
ashamed of so many presents. I can think of no news ; 
therefore I will end with mine and Mary’s kindest 
remembrances to you and yours. 0. L. 



CHAPTER VI 

1828-1834. 


LETTERS TO BERNARD BARTON, OOWDEN CLARKE, 
PROCTER, MOXON, AND OTHERa 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Letter OCCLVIL] January 2, 1828. 

Dear Allsop — have been very poorly and nervous 
lately, but am recovering sleep, etc. I do not write or 
make engagements for particular days : but I need not 
say how pleasant your dropping in any Sunday morning 
would be. Perhaps Jameson would accompany you. 
Pray beg him to keep an accurate record of the warning 
I sent him to old Pau., for I dread lest he should at the 
12 months’ end deny the warning. The house is his 
daughter’s, but we took it through him, and have paid 
the rent to his receipts for his daughter’s. Consult J. if 
he thinks the warning sufficient. I am very nervous, 
or have been, about the house ; lost my sleep, and 
expected to be ill ; but slumbered gloriously last night, 
golden slumbers. I shall not relapse; you fright me 
with your inserted slips in the most welcome Atlas. 
They begin to charge double for it, and call it two sheets. 
How can I confute them by opening it, when a note of 
yours might slip out, and we get in a hobble ? When 
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you write, write real letters. Mary^s best love and mine 
to Mrs. A. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 


To 0. OOWBEN CLARKE. 

Letter CCCLYIIL] Enfield, Felruary 25 [1828]. 

My dear Clarke — You have been accumulating on me 
such a heap of pleasant obligations, that I feel uneasy in 
writing as to a Benefactor. Your smaller contributions, 
the little weekly rills, are refreshments in the Desart; 
but your largo books were feasts. I hope Mrs. Hazlitt, 
to whom I encharged it, has taken Hunt’s Lord B. to 
the Novellos. His picture of Literary Lordship is as 
pleasant as a disagreeable subject can be made ; his own 
poor man’s Education at dear Christ’s is as good and 
hearty as the subject. Hazlitt’s speculative episodes are 
capital ; I skip the Battles. But how did I deserve to 
have the booki The “Companion” has too much of 
Madame Pasta Theatricals have ceased to be popular 
attractions. His walk home after the play is as good as 
the best of the old “Indicators.” The watchmen are 
emboxed in a niche of fame, save the skaiting one that 
must be still fugitive. I wish I could send a scrap for 
goodwill But I have been most seriously unwell and 
nervous a long, long time. I have scarce mustered 
courage to begin this short note, but conscience duns me. 

I had a pleasant letter from your sister, greatly over- 
acknowledging my poor sonnet. I think I should have 
replied to it, but tell her I think so. Alas ! for sonnet- 
ing, ’tis as the nerves are ; all the summer I was dawdling 
among green lanes, and verses came as thick as fancies. 
I am sunk winterly below prose and zero. 

But I trust the vital principle is only as under snow. 
That I shall yet laugh again. 

I suppose the great change of place affects me ; but I 
could not have lived in Town ; I could not bear company. 
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I see ISTovello floiirisbos in the Del Capo line, and 
dedications are not forgotten. I read the Atlas. 
When I pitched on the Dedication, I looked for the 
Broom of “ Gowden knows to bo harrnoniHcd, but 'twjxs 
summat of Kossini’s. 

I want to hear about Hone. Does he stand above 
water 1 how is his son? I have delay'd writing to him 
till it seems impossible. Break the ice for me. 

The wet ground here is intolerable, the sky above 
clear and delusive ; but under foot (piagmires from night 
showers, and I am cold-footed and nioiHturo-al)horring as 
a cat; nevertheless I yesterday tramped to Waltham 
Cross ; perhaps the poor bit of exertion necessary to 
scribble this was owing to that unusual bnicing. 

If I get out, I shall get stout, and then somotliing 
wiU out — I mean for the “Companion" — you see I 
rhyme insensibly. 

Traditions are rife here of one Clarke a schoolmaster 
and a run -away pickle named Holmes; but much 
obscurity hangs over it. Is it possible they can be any 
relations ? 

'Tis worth the research, when you can find a sunny 
day, with ground firm, etc. Master Sexton is intelligent, 
and for half-a-crown he'll pick you up a Father. 

In truth, we shall be glad to see any of the Novellian 
circle, middle of the week such as can come, or Sunday, 
as can't. But Spring will burgeon out quickly, and then 
we’n talk more. 

You'd like to see the improvements on the Chase, the 
new cross in the market-place, the Chandler's shop from 
whence the rods were fetch'd. They are raised a farthing 
since the spread of Education. But perhaps you don’t 
care to be reminded of the Holofernea' days, and nothing 
remains of the old laudable profession but the clear, firm 
impossible -to -be -mistaken schoolmaster text hand with 
which is subscribed the ever-welcome name of Ohas. 
Cowden C. Let me crowd in both our loves to all, 0. L. 
\Added <m the> foldrdovm of tM lett&r :] Let me never 



TO MOXON. 201 

be forgotten to include in my rememb*"®® my good friend 
and whilom correspondent, Master Stephen. 

How, especially, is Yictoria ? 

I try to remember all I used to meet at Shacklewell. 
The little household, cake-producing, wine-bringing out, 
Emma — ^the old servant, that didn’t stay, and ought to 
have stayed, and was always very dirty and friendly; 
and Miss H., the counter-tenor with a fine voice, whose 
sister married Tlmrtell. They aU live in my mind’s eye, 
and Mr. H.’s and Holmes’s walks with us half back 
after supper. Troja fait 1 

To Me. MOXOH. 

Lettbr COCLIX.] March 19, 1828. 

My dear M. — It is my firm determination to have 
nothing to do with “Forget-me-Nots”; pray excuse me 
as civilly as you can to Mr. Hurst. I will take care to 
refuse any other applications. The things which Pickering 
has, if to be had again, I have promised absolutely, you 
know, to poor Hood, from whom I had a melancholy 
epistle yesterday ; besides that Emma has decided objec- 
tions to her own and her friend’s album verses being 
published ; but if she gets over that, they are decidedly 
Hood’s. 

Till wo meet, farewell. Loves to Dash. 0. L. 

To Eev. e. iRYiisra. 

LETfER OOOLX.] Enfidd ChasCi April 3, 1828. 

Dear Sir— I take advantage from the kindness which 
I have experienced from you in a slight acquaintance to 
introduce to you my very respected friend Mr. Hone, 
who is of opinion that your interference in a point which 
he will mention to you may prove of essential benefit to 
him in some present difficulties. I should not take this 
liberty if I did not feel that you are a person not to be 
prejudiced by an obnoxious name. All that I know of 
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him obliges me to respect him, and to requeat your kind- 
ness for him, if you can serve him. 

With feelings of kindest respect, I am, dear Sir, yours 
truly, Chas. Lamb. 


To BERNAED BAETOIST. 

Lbttee CCOLXL] Ap'il 21, 1828. 

Dear B. B. — You must excuse my silence, I have 
been in very poor health and spirits, and cannot write 
letters. I only write to assure you, as you wish’d, of my 
existence. All that which Mitford tells you of H.’s book 
is rhodomontade, only H. has written unguardedly about 
me, and nothing makes a man more foolish tlian his own 
foolish panegyric. But I am pretty well Ciised to flattery, 
and its contrary. Neither affect me a turnip’s worth. 
Do you see the author of “May you like it Do you 
write to him 1 Will you give my present plea to him of 
ill health for not acknowledging a pretty book with a 
pretty frontispiece he sent me. He is most esteemed by 
me. As for subscribing to books, in plain truth I am a 
man of reduced income, and don’t allow myself 12 shillings 
a-year to buy old books with ; which must bo my excuse. 
I am truly sorry for Murray’s demur ; but I wash my 
hands of all booksellers, and hope to know them no more. 
I am sick and poorly, and must leave off with our joint 
kind remembrances to your daughter and friend A. K, 

0. L. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Enfieldf Wednesday^ 

Lbttee CCOLXIL] May 2, 1828. 

Dear H. — Yalter Yilson dines with us to-raoiTOW. 
Yell ! How I should like to see Hone 1 0. Lamb. 

Mr. Hone, 

22, Belvidere Place, 

near the Obelisk, Southwark. 
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To Mr. MOXOK 

Letter COCLXIIL] Enjidd^ May 3, 1828. 

Dear M. — My friend Patmore, author of the Months^ 
a very pretty publication, — of sundry Essays in the 
London, ILew Monthly, etc., wants to dispose of a volume 
or two of Tales.’' Perhaps they might chance to suit 
Hurst ; but be that as it may, he will call upon you 
under favour of my recommendation; and as he is return- 
ing to France, where he lives, if you can do anything for 
him in the Treaty line, to save him dancing over the 
Channel every week, I am sure you wiU. I said I’d 
never trouble you again ; but how vain are the resolves 
of mortal man ! P. is a very hearty, friendly fellow, and 
was poor John Scott’s Second, as I will be yours when 
you want one. May you never be mine ! 

Yours truly, 0. L. 

Mr. Moxon, 

Messrs. Hurst and Co., 

Booksellers, 

St. Paul’s Churchyard. 


To Rev. H. F. GARY. 

Letter OCOLXIV.] Jvme 10, 1828. 

Dear Sir— I long to see Wordsworth once more before 
he goes hence, but it would be at the expense of health 
and comfort my infirmities cannot afford. Once only I 
have been at a dinner party, to meet him, for a whole 
year past, and I do not know that I am not the worse 
for it now. There is a necessity for my drinking too 

much (don’t show this to the Bishop of your friend) 

at and after dinner ; then I require spirits at night to 
allay the crudity of the weaker Bacchus; and in the 
morning I cool my parched stomach with a fiery libation. 
Then I am aground in town, and call upon my London 
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friends, and get new wets of ale, porter, etc. • then ride 
home, drinking where the coach stops, as duly as Edward 
set up his Waltham Crosses. This, or near it, was the 
process of my experiment of dining at Talfourd's to meet 
Wordsworth, and I am not well now. Now let me beg 
that we may meet here with assured safety to both sides. 
Barley and Procter come here on Sunday morning ; pray 
arrange to come along with them. Here I can be toler- 
ably moderate. In town, the very air of town turns my 
head and is intoxication enough, if intoxication knew a 
limit. I am a poor country mouse, and your cates disturb 
me. Tell me you will come. We have a bed, and a 
half or three quarters bed, at all your services ; and the 
adjoining inn has many. If engaged on Sunday, tell me 
when you will come ; a Saturday will suit as well, I 
would that Wordsworth would come too. Pray believe 
that His my health only, which brought me here, that 
frightens me from the wicked town. Mary joins in kind 
remembrances to Mrs. Cary and yourself. 

Yours truly, 0, LAMa 


To Mrs. BASIL MONTAGU. 

Letter CCCLXV. ] [Summer 1828 . ] 

Dear Madam — I return your list with my name. I 
should be sorry that any respect should be going on 
towards Clarkson, and I be left out of the conspiracy. 
Otherwise I franldy own that to pillarise a manH good 
feelings in his lifetime is not to my taste. Monuments 
to goodness, even after death, are equivocal. I turn 
away from Howard^, I scarce know why. Goodness 
blows no trumpet, nor desires to have it blown. We 
should he modest for a modest man — as he is for himself. 
The vanities of life — art, poetry, skill military — are sub- 
jects for trophies; not the silent thoughts arising in a 
good manH mind in lonely places. Was I Clarkson, I 
should never be able to walk or ride near the spot again. 
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Instead of bread, we are giving him a stone. Instead of 
the locality recalling the noblest moment of his existence, 
it is a place at which his friends (that is, himself) blow 
to the world, “What a good man is he !” I sat down 
upon a hillock at Forty HiU yesternight, — a fine con- 
templative evening, — with a thousand good speculations 
about mankind. How I yearned with cheap benevolence ! 
I shall go and inquire of the stone-cutter, that cuts the 
tombstones here, what a stone with a short inscription 
will cost ; just to say, “ Here 0. Lamb loved his brethren 
of mankind.” Everybody will come there to love. As 


I can’t well 

put my own 

name, 

I shall put about 

subscription : 







Mrs. , 

. £0 

5 

0 



Procter 

. 0 

2 

6 



G. Dyer 

. 0 

1 

0 



Mr. Godwin . 

. 0 

0 

0 



Mrs. Godwin 

. 0 

0 

0 



Mr. Irving . 

• 



a watch-chain. 


Mr. . 



J 

" the proceeds of 





1 

first edition. 



£0 

8 

J 



I scribble in haste from here, where we shall be some 
time. Pray request Mr. Montagu to advance the guinea 
for me, which shall faithfully be forthcoming, and pardon 
me that I don’t see the proposal in quite the light that 
ho may. The kindness of his motives, and his power of 
appreciating the noble passage, I thoroughly agree in. 

With most kind regards to him, I conclude, dear 
madam, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 

From Mrs. Leishman’s, Chase, Enfield. 


To B. R. HAYDOH. 

LbttebOOOLXVL] August 

Dear Haydon— I have been tardy in telling you that 
your Chairing the Member gave me great pleasure — ’tis 
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true broad HogartMan fun, the High Sheriff capital 
Considering, too, that you had the materials imposed 
upon you, and that you did not select them from the rude 
world as H. did, I hope to see many more such from 
your hand. If the former picture went beyond this I 
have had a loss, and the King a bargain. I longed to 
rub the back of my hand across the hearty canvas that 
two senses might be gratified. Perhaps the subject is a 
little discordantly placed opposite to another act of Chair- 
ing, where the huzzas were Hosannahs 1 but I was pleased 
to see so many of my old acquaintances brought together 
notwithstanding. 

Believe me, yours truly, 0. La.mb. 

To JOHN EICKMAN, Esq, 

Lbttee CCCLXVIL] SepUmlerVl^ 1828. 

Dear Eickman — We are just come homo from a 
London visit and are mortified to learn that wo missed 
you on Saturday. — The same absence cannot recur before 
the 29th, or feast of St. Michael, on which day I 
pay my quarterly respects to the India Directors. If 
you can make another day between, you are sure of 
finding us. 

The Nuts are very acceptable, Mary being a grievous 
offender that way ] but to think of bringing apples to the 
Proprietor of a whole Tree, almost an Orchard, and who 
actually has an apple chamber redolent, was a solecism. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 

Do you ever light upon G. D. now ? — Could you bring 
him? 

To LOUISA HOLOEOFT. 

Lbttee OCCLXVIH.] 1828. 

Mary Lamb has written her last letter in this world. 
Do not imagine that her individual substance has perished 1 
’Tis extant yet and sleek, hut her epistolary part is dead 
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before her, and has left me -writing legatee. Could not 
you have slipt down for a day or two this Michaelmas 
vacation ‘i ’Twould have been worth while to have seen 
the difference on our green. On the 28th 'twas whitened 
over with those pretty birds that look like snow in 
summer, and cackle like ice breaking up : the fatal 29th 
arrove (is that English 1), and their place knew them no 
more. Here and there a solitary duck survives to remind 
one of the superior race which had been extinguished-- 
swans to them. 

You remember I asked a large party of them into our 
grounds to meet you. Of all that pleasant party, your 
dear self excepted, not one remains with a whole throat. 

You send loves to Mrs. Morgan — ^who or what is she, 
or what dream was it that any such person is here ? You 
add, too, that she is grown plump — is that a reason why 
love should be sent her 1 I understand neither the logic 
nor affection implied in that passage. 

I have nearly lost my arithmetic since you went, but 
count upon renewing it some day with you. Enfield is 
dull, but London is turbulent. We have disqualified 
ourselves Ibr a town life by migrating here, but cannot 
(for our Oockuey souls) get up a rural taste, so we hang 
suburbian. 

I could not bring myself to face Mr. Kenny in Brunswick 
Square (time and next occasion may take off the terror). 
I thought it would look so like coming to be repaid for 
any little hospitalities which I might have had in my 
power to show him while he staid at Enfield, which 
were no more than one gentleman ought to do to another 
—marry, 'tis well if he thought ’em so much. 

And how are all the little orphans committed to your 
trust 1 Mind their morals first. I would not give two- 
pence for all the learning you can put into them in 
comparison with that. Do they lay three in a bed 'i Do 
you see them properly lain and tidy before you go to 
bed yourself of a night— I mean before you lie yourself 
down to sleep ? 
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Mary tells rae to say that Mrs. Collier knows we 
shall be happy to see her any day without ceremony. 

And to have you again when you have vacation, for 
you were not very troublesome — indeed, we are more 
hospitable by nature than some folks would guess from 
our practice. With best loves to Mrs. ICenny, twins and 
no twins, yours truly, C. and M. Lamb, 

Miss Holoroft, 

Monsr. Kenny’s, 

12 Brunswick Square. 

To JOHN RICKMAN, Esq. 

Letter GCCLXIX.] October 4, 1828. 

Meditanti mihi rescribere ad te Latinam aliquam cpis- 
tolam pro tu§, ipsius expolitissima occurrerunt obstacula 
non nulla quotidiana, et inter prima amicus nosttu in- 
conditus Martinus Burneius, qui commoratus erat apud 
nos aliquandiu, et per dies singulos Notitiai Legahjs, et 
nihil nisi Legales, balbutiens, incusserat mihi motum, ne 
Latine cupiens scribere, loquendi formulas Barbaras et 
forensicas, potius quam Ciceronianas, edidissem. Nam 
universus est in Legi-stiidiis ; edit, bibit, ludib (scilicet 
cum pictis charfcis) nil omnino nisi Legem ; Ignoramum 
in Fabuli, agens ita pertinaciter, ut jurares habitare in 
medullis istius capitis intimis (num anatomice loquor?) 
septem — non Diabolos, sicut in Parabola — sed Leguleios, 
qui sensus ipsius (et amicorum) cum strepitu et multilo- 
quentia penitus confundant. Librum secum, suppollcctile 
solum, hue apportaverat, cui titulus Fearne on Contin- 
gent Remainders,” qui nimium perlectus, et nimis tenuiter 
intellectus, pene denuo effecerat, ut cerebro legentis 
vix quseque remanmtia, quae contigerint, superfuerint. 
Dimisso M. B. cum suppellectile suo, ad debitum meum 
erga te revertor. Iter tibi reverse cum commentariis non 
sine voluptate maxima iterum atque iterum relego, utpote 
qui ex usitatis rebus semper aliquid novi referas. Quod 
mones me de milliaribus nostris, nempo erroribus scaten- 
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tibiis, exponam brevibus quare instructionibus tuis minus 
audiens fiam. Si de rebus istiusmodi cum primoribus 
conferrera, “ Heus Tu,” exclamaret aliquis vel ex Viarum 
Ouratoribus, vel Parochise Supervisoribus, “quid hse res 
ad te? Tu ex Domiciliatore vis fieri Domi-magister 1 ” 
Licet scias, me Domum proprium in agro Enfeldio, sororis 
nominibus, per fictionem naturalem et domesticam, con- 
duxerim, laborum atque serumnarum, cum comitialium 
(Vestry meetings) turn parocbialium, istiusmodi vitan- 
darum causa, et ni ipse supervisor, vel saltern aliquis vir 
magnus, evasissem. Quale respond! ssem ? Otium cum 
dignitate quam minimA assecutus sum. Et, ut vera con- 
fitear, arrident mibi baud leviter, et mentem gratissime 
tangunt, bse a nomalise prsedictse quas perstringis. Abso- 
luto prorsus a negotiis mundanis omnigeneris (quorsus 
aliter superannuatus fierem'?) errores bi viatici non 
multum mibi dispbcent, utpote babenti mundum (quod 
aiunt) prse oculos, et a distinctionibus, cum spatii turn 
temporis, nimis accuratis penitus submoto. Hac ration© 
quasi immortalis prodeo ; in coelorum etenim supernorum 
infinitis spatiis (quae tenuitate meorum locorum imitari 
aveo quantum possum) quid opus esset milliarium ? Ad 
negotia bumana attinent dififerentise locales. Ipse ambulo 
otiosus, et quasi incircumscriptus. Quocirca Horologia 
etiam nostra Enfeldiensia baud parum laudo, quorum 
pars plurima boras indicant nequaquam serviliter, ad 
nutum solis mundani, et subter empyreum positi, sed 
quaeque diverse pro arbitriis suis dulcibus feriantia, et 
resonantia ad libitum — one, two, three — ^ut evenerit — 
mibi ipsi, siout feliciori cuidam Wbittingtonio, prsedicantia 
festive, quod, quoad me saltern, extinctum fuerit Tempus. 
Hse sunt rationes quare expostulationibus tuis, bominis 
negotiosi et sub- solaria, in hac re minus obtemporatus 
sim. Alioquin, cum ad miUiar© quoddam accedo, dis- 
tantias computans ab Aula Hickesiana (The Middx. 
Sessions House) quse extat, dignitatem Aulicam in prse- 
senti agnosco ; et, si furcifer essem, pertremiscerem. 
Accedens ad alterum quod computaverit a Situ quo 

VOL. II. ^ 
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Aula predicta olim steterat, de lapsis mole et magni- 
tudine meditationes volvo, et mecum reputo, quam 
caduca sit splendidissimarum structionum humanarum 
conditio, et cogitationibus hujusmodi omnem fastum et 
arrogantiam depono. Hisce meditationibus cor indies 
melius fit. Alicui (mei consimili) iter facienti, quae a 
milliaribus apte dispositia eveniant comnioda, arctifis 
et concinnitis me docuit V. Bournius, carmine cui titulus 
hie ipse “Milliaria,” ita concluso — (menainistine, vel totum 
transcribam '^) 

Ignotsa tantum prsestat Distantia nota ; 

Millia qu 80 reddit plura, minusqiie vise. 

How well the Milestones’ use doth this express, 

Which make the Miles more, and the way seem less I 

Quid vult in epistola tua “TJtor manu ct stylo nostri 
juvenis,” nempe filii 1 Oculie nostris antiquis diligenter 
inspicientibus apparet, immo pralucet, stylus ipsius tuus, 
manus ipsissima. Aut Rickmanni aut Diaboli. Solu- 
tionem differo ad congressionem nostram proximam, quso 
ne ad longinquum tempus differatur, precor. 

Deficiente mihi Latinitate, quod suprk a limationibus 
conjectare possis, quid restat nisi hoc ? Valeto ct facito, 
ut Domina Rickmanna tecum vivat baud immemor nostri 

0. Lamb. 

Enfield Chase Side, 

October 4, 182 A 

I can’t put this properly into Latin. Dabam, what 
is it 1 . 

To John Rickman, Esq., 

Portsmouth, Hants. 

To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter OCCLXX.] October 11, 1828. 

A splendid edition of “ Bunyan’s Pilgium ” ! Why, 
the thought is enough to turn one’s moral stomach. His 
cockle-hat and staff transformed to a smart cock’d beaver 
and a jemmy cane ; his amice gray, to the last Regent 
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Street cut ; and his painful palmer’s pace to the modem 
swagger. Stop thy friend’s sacrilegious hand. Nothing 
can be done for B. but to reprint the old cuts in as 
homely but good a style as possible. The Vanity Fair, 
and the Pilgrims there — the silly-soothness in his setting- 
out countenance — the Christian Idiocy (in a good sense) 
of his admiration of the shepherds on the Delectable 
Mountains ; the lions, so truly allegorical, and remote 
from any similitude to Pidcock’s; the great head (the 
author’s), capacious of dreams and similitudes, dreaming 
in the dungeon. Perhaps you don’t know my edition, 
what I had when a child. If you do, can you bear new 
designs from Martin, enamelled into copper or silver plate 
by Heath, accompanied with verses from Mrs. Hemans’s 
pen, 0 how unlike his own 1 

“ Wouldat' thou divert thyself from melancholy ? 

Wouldst thou be pleasant, yet be far from folly ? 

Wouldst thou read riddles, and their explanation ? 

Or else be drowned in thy contemplation ? 

Dost thou love picking meat ? or wouldst thou see 
A man in the clouds, and hear him speak to thee ? 

Wouldst thou be in a dream, and yet not sleep ? 

Or wouldst thou in a moment laugh and weep ? 

Or wouldst thou lose thyself, and catch no harm, 

And find thyself again without a charm ? 

Wouldst read thyself^ and read thou knowest not what, 

And yet know whether thou art blest or not 
By reading the same lines ? 0 then come hither. 

And lay my book, thy head, and heart together.. 

“John Bunyan.” 

Show me such poetry in any of the fifteen forthcoming 
combinations of show and emptiness, yclept ‘‘Annuals.” 
So there’s verses for thy verses ; and now let me tell you, 
that the sight of your hand gladdened me. I have been 
daily trying to write to you, but paralysed. You have 
spurred me on this tiny effort, and at intervals I hope to 
hear from and talk to you. But my spirits have been in 
an opprest way for a long long time, and they are things 
which must be to you of faith, for who can explain 
depression Yes, I am hooked into the “Gem,” but 
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only for some lines written on a dead infant of the 
Editor's, which being, as it were, his property, I could 
not refuse their appearing; but I hate the paper, the 
type, the gloss, the dandy plates, the names of contributors 
poked up into your eyes in first page, and whistled through 
all the covers of magazines, the barefaced sort of emula- 
tion, the immodest candidateship, brought into so little 
space — in those old “ Londons " a signature was lost in 
the wood of matter, the paper coarse (till latterly, which 
spoiled them) ; in short, I detest to appear in an Annual. 
What a fertile genius (and a quiet good soul withal) is 
Hood 1 He has fifty things in hand : farces to supply 
the Adelphi for the season ; a comedy for one of the great 
theatres, just ready ; a whole entertainment, by himself, 
for Mathews and Yates to figure in ; a meditated Comic 
Annual for next year, to be nearly done by himself. 
You'd like him very much. 

Wordsworth, I see, has a good many pieces announced 
in one of 'em, not our Qem, W. Scott has distributed 
himself like a bribe haunch among 'em. Of all the poets, 
Cary has had the good sense to keep quite clear of 'em, 
with clergy-gentlemanly right notions. Don't think I 
set up for being proud on this point; I like a bit of 
flattery, tickling my vanity, as well as any one. But 
these pompous masquerades without masks (naked names 
or faces) I hate. So there's a bit of my mind. Besides, 
they infallibly cheat you; I mean the booksellers. If I 
get but a copy, I only expect it from Hood's being my 
friend. Coleridge has lately been here. He too is deep 
among the prophets, the year-servers, — ^the mob of gentle- 
men annuals. But they'll cheat him, I know. And 
now, dear B. B., the sun shining out merrily, and the 
dirty clouds we had yesterday having washed their own 
faces clean with their own rain, tempts me to wander up 
Winchmore Hill, or into some of the delightful vicinages 
of Enfield, which I hope to show you at some time when 
you can get a few days up to the great town. Believe 
me, it would give both of us great pleasure to show you 
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all three (we can lodge you) our pleasant farms and 
villages. 

We both join in kindest loves to you and yours. 

0. Lamb, redivims. 

To THOMAS HOOD. 

Lettee CCCLXXI.] Enfield [October 1828]. 

Dear Lamb — You are an impudent varlet ; but I will 
keep your secret. We dine at Ayrton’s on Thursday, and 
shall try to find Sarah and her two spare beds for that 
night only. Miss M. and her tragedy may be dished : 
so may not you and your rib. Health attend you. 

Yours, T. Hood, Esq. 

Miss Bridget Hood sends love. 

To 0. OOWDEH OLAEKE. 

Lettee OOOLXXII.] [Enjkld, October 1828.] 

Dear Clarke — We did expect to see you with 
Victoria and the Novellos before this, and do not quite 
understand why we have not. Mrs. N. and V. [Vincent] 
promised us after the York expedition; a day being 
named before, which fail’d. ’Tis not too late. The 
autumn leaves drop gold, and Enfield is beautifuUer — ^to 
a common eye — than when you lurked at the Greyhound. 
Benedicks are close ; but how I so totally missed you at 
that time, going for my morning cup of ale duly, is a 
mystery. ’Twas stealing a match before one’s face in 
earnest. But certainly we had not a dream of your 
appropinquity. I instantly prepared an Epithalamium, 
in the form of a Sonata — which I was sending to Novello 
to compose ; but Mary forbid it me as too light for the 
occasion — as if the subject required anything heavy : so 
in a tiff with her I sent no congratulation at all. Tho’ I 
promise you the wedding was very pleasant news to me 
indeed. Let your reply name a day this next week, 
when you will come as many as a coach will hold ; such 
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a day as we had at Dulwich. My very kindest love and 
Mary’s to Victoria and the Novellos. Tiie enclosed is 
from a friend nameless, but highish in office, and a man 
whose accuracy of statement may be relied on with 
implicit confidence. He wants the exposi to appear in a 
newspaper as the “greatest piece of legal and Parlia- 
mentary villainy he ever remember’V^ lie had experi- 
ence of both ; and thinks it would answer afterwards in 
a cheap pamphlet printed at Lambeth in 8"^ sheet, as 
16,000 families in that parish are interested. I know 
not whether the present “Examiner” keeps up the 
character of exposing abuses, for I scarce see a paper 
now. If so, you may ascertain Mr. Hunt of the strictest 
truth of the statement, at the peril of my head. But if 
this won’t do, transmit it me back, I beg, per coach — or 
better, bring it with you. 

Yours unaltered, 0. Lamb. 


To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Lbttbe CCOLXXIII.] IMfieU, Nov&mher 6, 1828.] 

My dear Novello — I am afraid I shall appear rather 
tardy in offering my congratulations, however sincere, 
upon your daughter’s marriage. The truth is I had put 
together a little Serenata upon the occasion, but was pre- 
vented from sending it by my sister, to whose judgment 
I am apt to defer too much in these kind of things ; so 
that, now I have her consent, the offering, I am afraid, 
will have lost the grace of seasonableness. Such as it is, 
I send it. She thinks it a little too old-fashioned in the 
manner, too much like what they wrote a century back. 
But I cannot write in the modem style, if I try ever so 
hard. I have attended to the proper divisions for the 
music, and you will have little difficulty in eompositig it 
If I may advise, make Pepusch your model, or Blow. 
It will be necessary to have a good second voice, as the 
stress of the melody lies there : — 
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SERENATA, FOR TWO VOICES, 

On the Mmiiage of Cha/rles Goiuden Clarhey Esqre . , to Victoria, 
ddest daughter of Vincent Novdlo, Esgre. 

Duetto. 

Wake til* harmonious voice and string, 

Love and Hymen’s triumph sing, 

Sounds with secret charms combining, 

In melodious union joining, 

Best the wondrous joys can tell. 

That in hearts united dwell. 

Recitative. 

First Voice. 

To young Victoria’s happy fame 
Well may the Arts a trophy raise. 

Music grows sweeter in her praise, 

And, own’d by her, with rapture speaks her name. 
To touch the brave Cowdenio’s heart, 

The Graces all in her conspire ; 

Love arms her with his surest dart, 

Apollo with his lyre. 

Air. 

The list’ning Muses all around her. 

Think ’tis Phoebus’ strain they hear ; 

And Cupid, drawing near to wound her, 

Drops his bow, and stands to hear. 

Reoitativb. 

Second Voice. 

While crowds of rivals with despair 
Silent admire, or vainly court the Fair, 

Behold the happy conquest of her eyes, 

A Hero is the glorious prize ! 

In courts, in camps, thro’ distant realms renown’d, 
Cowdenio comes I — ^Victoria, see, 

He comes with British honour crown’d. 

Love leads his eager steps to thee. 

Air. 

In tender sighs he silence breaks, 
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Recitative. 

Fwst Voice. 

Now Hymen at tlie altar stands, 

And wliile he joins their faithful hands, 

Behold ! by ardent vows bronglit down, 

Immortal Concord, heavenly bright, 

Array’d in robes of purest light, 

Descends, th’ ausj[>icious rites to crown. 

Her golden harp the geddess brings ; 

Its magic sound 

Commands a sudden silence all around, 

And strains prophetic thus attune the strings. 

Duetto. 

Fi/rst Voice. 

The Swain his Nymph possessing, 

Second Voice. 

The Nymph her Swain caressing, 

First and Second. 

Shall still improve the blessing, 

For ever kind and true. 

Both. 

While rolling years are flying, 

Love, Hymen’s lamp supplying. 

With fuel never dying, 

Shall still the flame renew. 

To so great a master as yourself I have no need to 
suggest that the peculiar tone of the composition requircB 
sprightliness, occasionally checked by tenderness, as in 
the second air, — 

She smiles, — she yields, — she loves. 

Again, you need not be told that each fifth line of the 
two first recitatives requires a crescendo. 

And your exquisite taste will prevent your falling 
into the error of Purcell, who at a passage similar to 
that in my first air. 

Drops his bow, and stands to hear, 

directed the fihst violin thus : — 

Here the first violin must drop his low. 
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But, besides tlie absurdity of disarming his principal 
performer of so necessary an adjunct to his instrument, 
in such an emphatic part of the composition too, which 
must have had a droll effect at the time, all such 
minutiae of adaptation are at this time of day very pro- 
perly exploded, and Jackson of Exeter very fairly ranks 
them under the head of puns. 

Should you succeed in the setting of it, we propose 
having it performed (we have one very tolerable second 
voice here, and Mr. Holmes, I dare say, would supply 
the minor parts) at the Greyhound. But it must be a 
secret to the young couple till we can get the band in 
readiness. 

Believe me, dear Novello, yours truly, 

0. Lamb. 

To LAMAN BLANCHARD. 

LniTER OOOLXXIV.] Enfield^ Novemler 9, 1828. 

Sir — I beg to return my acknowledgments for the 
present of your elegant volume, which I should have 
esteemed, without the bribe of the name prefixed to it. 
I have been much pleased with it throughout, but am 
most taken with the peculiar delicacy of some of the 
sonnets. I shall put them up among my poetical 
treasures. 

Your obliged Servant, 0. Lamb. 

To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter OOOLXXV.] Eecemher 5, 1828. 

Dear B. B. — I am ashamed to receive so many nice 
books from you, and to have none to send you in return. 
You are always sending me some fruits or wholesome 
potherbs, and mine is the garden of the Sluggard, nothing 
but weeds, or scarce they. Nevertheless, if I knew how 
to transmit it, I would send you Blackwood’s of this month, 
which contains a little drama, to have your opinion of it, 
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and how far I have irmpoved, or otherwise, upon its pro- 
totype. Thank you for your kind sonnet. It does me 
good to see the Dedication to a Christian Bishop. I am 
for a comprehension, as divines call it ; but so as that 
the Church shall go a good deal more than half way over 
to the silent Meeting-house. I have over said that the 
Quakers are the only professors of Christianity as I read 
it in the Evangiles. I say professors : marry, as to prac- 
tice, with their gaudy hot types and poeticml vanities, 
they are much at one with the sinful. Martin’s BYontis- 
piece is a very fine thing, let C. say what ho pleases 
to the contrary. Of the Poems, I like them as a volume, 
better than any one of the preceding; particularly, 
“Power and Gentleness” — “The Present”— “Lady 
Russell ” ; with the exception that I do not like the noble 
act of Curtius, true or false — one of the grand founda- 
tions of old Roman patriotism — to be sacrificed to 
Lady R.’s taking notes on her husband’s triid. If a 
thing is good, why invidiously bring it into light with 
something better ? There are too few heroic things in 
this world, to admit of our marshalling them in anxious 
etiquettes of precedence. Would you make a poem on 
the story of Ruth (pretty story !), and then say— Ay, but 
how much better is the story of Joseph and his brethren ! 
To go on, the stanzas to “ Chalon ” want the name of 
Clarkson in the body of them ; it is left to inference. 
The “Battle of Gibeon ” is spirited, again; but you 
sacrifice it in the last stanza to the song at Bethlehem. 
Is it quite orthodox to do so 1 The first was good, you 
suppose, for that dispensation. Why set the Word 
against the Word? It puzzles a weak Christian. So 
Watts’s Psalms are an implied censure on David’s. But 
as long as the Bible is supposed to be an equally 
divine emanation with the Testament, so long it 
will stagger weaklings to have them set in opposition. 
“ Godiva” is delicately touched. I have always thought 
it a beautiful story, characteristic of the old English 
times. But I could not help amusing myself with the 
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thought "—if Maxtin had chosen this subject for a frontis- 
piece— there would have been in some dark corner a 
white lady, white as the walker on the waves, riding 
upon some mystical (luadruped ; and high above would 
have risen “ tower above tower a massy structure high ” 
— the Tonterdon steeples of Ooventry, till the poor cross 
would scarce have known itself among the clouds ; and 
far above them all the distant Olint Hills peering over 
chimney-pots, piled up, Ossa-on-Olympus fashion, till the 
admiring spectator (admirer of a noble deed) might have 
gone look for the lady, as you must hunt for the other in 
the lobster. But M [art in] should be made royal archi- 
tect. What palaces he would pile! But then, what 
parliamentary grants to make them good ! Nevertheless, 
I like the frontispiece. “The Elephant” is pleasant; 
and I am glad you are getting into a wider scope of 
subjects. There may be too much, not religion, but too 

many good word$ in a book, till it becomes, as Sh 

says of Keligion, a rhapsody of words. I will just name, 
that you have brought in the “ Song to the Shepherds ” 
in four or five, if not six places. Now this is not good 
economy. The “ Enoch ” is fine ; and here I can sacrifice 
“Elijali” to it, because ’tis illustrative only, and not 
disparaging of the latter prophet’s departure. I like this 
best in the book. Lastly, I much like the “ Heron ” ; ’tis 
exquisita Know you Lord Thurlow’s Sonnet to a bird 
of that sort on Lacken water ? If not, ’tis indispensable 
I send it you, with my Blackwood, if you tell me how 
best to send them. “Fludyer” is pleasant, — ^you are 
getting gay and Hoodish. What is the enigma Money ? 
If not, I fairly confess I am foiled, and sphynx must 
eat me. Four times Fve tried to write “eat me,” 
and the blotting pen turns it into cat me. And now I 
will take my leave with saying, I esteem thy verses, like 
thy present, honour thy frontispiecer, and right reverence 
thy patron and dedicatee, and am, dear B. B., 

Yours heartily, 0. Lamb. 

Our joint kindest loves to A. K. and your daughter. 
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To LOXnSA HOLOROFT. 

Lettee COOLXXYL] Demnbw 6, 1828. 

Dear Miss H. — Mary, who never writes, bids me 
thank you for the handkerchief. I do not understand 
such work, but if I apprehend her rightly, she would 
have preferred blonde to white sarcenet for the trimming ; 
but she did not wish me to tell you so. I only hint it 
for the next. We are sorry for the mess of illness you 
are involved in. Are you stout enough to be the general 
nurse ^ Who told you we should not be glad to see you 
on Sundays and alii Tho* we devote that day to its 
proper duties, as you know, yet you are come of a 
religious stock, and to you it is not irksome to join in 
our simple forms, where the heart is all Your little 
prot^g^e is well, and as yet honest, but she has no one 
to give her caps now. 

Thus far I had written last night. You will see by 
my altered scrawl that I am not so wall this morning. 
I got up with a fevered sMn, and spots are come out dl 
over me. Pray God it is not the measles. You did not 
let any of the children touch the seal with their little 
measly hands, did youl You should be careful when 
contagion is in the house. Pray God, your letter may 
not have conveyed the disorder. Our poor Postman 
looks flushed since. What a thing it would be to 
introduce a disease into a whole village I Yet so simple 
a thing as a letter has been known to convey a malady. 
I look at your note. I see it is wafared, not sealed. 
That makes it more likely. Wafers are flour, and I've 
known a serious illness to be communicated in a piece 
of plum cake. I never had the measles. How my 
head throbs ! You cannot be too cautious, dear Louisa, 

what you do under such circum 

I am a little better than when I broke off at the last 
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word. Yoiir good sense will point out to you that the 
deficient syllables should be stances.” Circumstances. 
If I anoL incoherent, impute it to alarm, I will walk in 
the air 

I am not much refreshed. The air seemed hot and 
muggy. Sonudiow I feel quite irritable — there is no 
word in English— h. la variole — ^we have no phrase to 
answer it — smallpoxical comes the nearest. Maybe 
'twas worse than the measles what Charles has. I 
will send for Mr. Asbury. 

I have seen the apothecary. He pronounces my 
complaint to be, as I feared, of the variola kind, but 
gives mo hopes I shall not be much marked. I hope 
we shall get well together. But at my time of life it 
is attended with more hazards. Whatever becomes of 
me, I shall leave the world without a harsh thought of 
you. It was only a girlish imprudence. I am quite 
faint. Two pimples more come out within this last 
minute. Mary is crying. She looks red. So does 
Becky. I must go to bed. 

Yours in constant Pain, 0. L. 

You will see by my Will, if it comes to that — ^I bear 
you no ill w . Oh I 

Miss Holcvoft, 

Mr. Kenny’s, 

12 Brunswick Square. 


To 0. OOWDEN CLARKE. 

Lbtteb COOLXXYII.] {Dmmher 1828.] 

My dear three C/s — The way from Southgate to 
Colney Hatch thro’ the unfrequontedest Blackberry paths 
that ever concealed their coy bunches from a truant 
Citizen, we have accidentally fallen upon — the giant Tree 
by Cheshunt we have missed, but keep your chart to go 
by, unless you will be our conduct. At present I am 
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disabled from further flights than just to skirt round 
Clay Hill, with a peep at the fine backwoods, by strained 
tendons, got by skipping a skipping rope at 53 — Imi mihi 
non sum qualis ; but do you know, now you come to 
talk of walks, a ramble of four hours or so — there and 
back — to the willow and lavender plantations at the 
south corner of Horthaw Church by a well dedicated to 
Saint Claridge, with the clumps of finest moss rising 
hillock fashion, which I counted to the number of two 
hundred and sixty, and are called “ Olaridge’s covers,” 
the tradition being that that saint entertained so many 
angels or hermits there, upon occasion of blessing the 
waters? The legends have set down the fruits spread 
upon that occasion, and in the ‘‘Black Book of St. 
Albans,” some are named which are not supposed to 
have been introduced into this island until a century 
later. But waiving the miracle, a sweeter spot is not in 
ten counties round ; you are knee-deep in clover, that is 
to say, if you are not above a middling man’s height ; 
from this paradise, making a day of it, you go to see the 
ruins of an old convent at March Hall, where some of 
the painted glass is yet whole and fresh. 

If you do not know this, you do not know the 
capabilities of this country; you may be said to be a 
stranger to Enfield. I found it out one morning in 
October, and so delighted was I that I did not get homo 
before dark, well a-paid. 

I shall long to show you the Clump Meadows, as 
they are called — ^we might do that without reaching 
March HaU ; when the days are longer we might take 
both, and come home by Forest Cross, so skirt over 
Pennington and the cheerful little village of Churchley 
to Forty HilL 

But these are dreams till summer; meanwhile we 
should be most glad to see you for a lesser excursion — 
say Sunday next, you and anoth&r, or if more, best on a 
week-day with a notice, but o’ Sundays, as far as a leg 
of mutton goes, most welcome. 
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We can squeeze out a bed. Edmonton coaches run 
every hour, and my pen has run out its quarter. Heartily 
farewell. 


To B. W. PROCTER. 

Letter CCOLXXYIII.] January 19, 1829. 

My dear Procter — I am ashamed not to have taken 
the drift of your pleasant letter, which I find to have 
been pure invention; but jokes are not suspected in 
Boeotian Enfield. We are plain people, and our talk is 
of corn and cattle and Waltham markets. Besides, I 
was a little out of sorts when I received it. The fact is, 
I am involved in a case which has fretted me to death, 
and I have no reliance except on you to extricate me. I 
am sure you will give me your best legal advice, having 
no professional friend besides but Robinson and Talfourd, 
with neither of whom, at present, I am on the best of 
terms. My brother's widow left a will, made during the 
lifetime of my brother, in which I am named sole executor, 
by which she bequeaths forty acres of arable property, 
which it seems she held under covert baron, unknown to 
my brother, to the heirs of the body of Elizabeth Bowden, 
her married daughter by a first husband, in fee simple, 
recoverable by fine; invested property, mind, for there 
is the difficulty ; subject to leet and quit-rent ; in short, 
worded in the most guarded terms, to shut out the 
property from Isaac Bowden, the husband. Intelligence 
has just come of the death of this person in India, where 
he made a will, entailing this property (which seemed 
entangled enough already) to the heirs of his body that 
should not bo born of his wife ; for it seems by the law 
in India, natural children can recover. They have put 
the cause into Exchequer process here, removed by certio- 
rari from the native courts ; and the question is, whether 
I should, as executor, try the cause here, or again re-remove 



224 


LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 


it to the Supreme Sessions at Bangalore, which I under- 
stand I can, or plead a hearing before the Privy Council 
here. As it involves all the little property of Elizabeth 
Dowden, I am anxious to take the fittest steps, and what 
may be least expensive. For God’s sake assist me, for 
the case is so embarrassed that it deprives me of sleep and 
appetite. M. Burney thinks there is a case like it in 
chap. 170, sec. 5, in ‘‘Fearn’s Contingent Eemainders.” 
Fray read it over with him dispassionately, and let 
me have the result. The complexity lies in the 
questionable power of the husband to alienate in 
usum enfeofimenta whereof he was only collaterally 
seized, etc. 

I had another favour to beg, which is the beggarliest 
of beggings : a few lines of verse for a young friend’s 
album (six will be enough). M. Burney will tell you who 
she is I want ’em for. A girl of gold. Six lines — make 

’em eiglit — signed Barry 0 . They need not be very 

good, as I chiefly want ’em as a foil to mine. But I shall 
be seriously obliged by any refuse scrap. We are in the 
last ages of the world, when St. Paul prophesied that 
women should be headstrong, lovers of their own wills, 
having albums.” I fled hither to escape the albumean 
persecution, and had not been in my new house twenty- 
four hours when the daughter of the next house came in 
with a friend’s album to beg a contribution, and the 
following day intimated she had one of her own. Two 
more have sprung up since. “If I take the wings of the 
morning ” and fly unto the uttermost parts of the earth, 
there will albums be. ITew Holland has albums. But 
the age is to be complied with, M. B. will tell you the 
sort of girl I request the ten lines for. Somewhat of a 
pensive cast, what you admire. The lines may come 
before the law question, as that cannot be determined 
before Hilary Term, and I wish your deliberate judgment 
on that. The other may be flimsy and superficial. And 
if you have not burnt your returned letter, pray resend 
it me, as a monumental token of my stupidity, ’Twas a 
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little unthinking of you to touch upon a sore subject. 
Why, by dabbling in those accursed Annuals I have 
become a byword of infamy all over the kingdom. I 
have sicken'd decent women for asking me to write in 
albums. There be dark '‘jests" abroad, Master Corn- 
wall, and soma riddles may live to be cleared up. And 
'tisn't every saddle is put on the right steed. And 
forgeries and false Gospels are not peculiar to the age 
following the Apostles. And some tubs don’t stand on 
their right bottom, which is all I wish to say in these 
ticklish times ; and so your servant, Oh. Lamb. 


Lettbr OCOLXXIX.] J(mua/ry 22, 1829. 

Don't trouble yourself about the verses. Take 'em 
coolly as they come. Any day between this and Mid- 
summer will do. Ten lines the extreme. There is no 
mystery in my incognita. She has often seen you, though 
you may not have observed a silent brown girl, who for 
the last twelve years has rambled about our house in her 
Christmas holidays. She is Italian by name and extrac- 
tion. Ten lines about the blue sky of her country will 
do, as 'tis her foible to be proud of it. — Item : I have 
made her a tolerable Latinist. She is called Emma 
Isola. 1 approve heartily of your turning your four 
vols. into a lesser compass. 'Twill Sybillise the gold 
left. I shall, I think, be in town in a few weeks, when 
I wEl assuredly see you. I will put in here Loves to 
Mrs. Procter and the anti-Capulets, because Mary tells 
me I omitted them in my last. I like to see my friends 
here. I have put my lawsuit into the hands of an 
Enfield practitioner, a plain man, who seems perfectly 
to understand it, and gives me hopes of a favourable 
result. 

Bumour tells us that Miss Holcroft is married. Who 
is Badman, or Bed'em ? Have I seen him at Montacute's ^ 
I hear he is a great chymist. I am sometimes chymical 

YOL. ir. Q 
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myself. A thought strikes me with horror. Pray 
heaven he may not have done it for the sake of trying 
chymical experiments upon her, — ^young female subjects 
are so scarce. Louisa would make a capital shot. Aren’t 
you glad about Burke’s easel We may set off the 
Scotch murders against the Scotch novels : Hare, the 
G-reat Un-hanged ! 

M. B. is richly worth your knowing. He is on the 
top scale of my friendship ladder, on which an angel or 
two is still climbing, and some, alas I descending. I am 
out of the literary world at present. Pray, is there any- 
thing new from the admired pen of the author of the 
Pleasures of Hope ? Has Mrs. He-mans (double mascu- 
line) done anything pretty lately ? Why sleeps the lyre 
of Hervey, and of Alaric Watts ? Is the muse of L. E. L. 
silent*? Did you see a sonnet of mine in Blackwood’s 
last*? Curious construction 1 Elaborata facilitas ! And 
now I’ll tell. ’Twas written for the Gem^ but the editors 
declined it, on the plea that it would shock all mothers ; 
so they published the “ Widow,” instead. I am born out 
of time. I have no conjecture about what the present 
world calls delicacy. I thought Rosamund Gray was 
a pretty modest thing. Hessey assures me that the 
world would not bear it. I have lived to grow into an 
indecent character. When my sonnet was rejected, 
I exclaimed, “ Damn the age 1 I will write for 
Antiquity.” 

Erratum in Sonnet: — Last line but something, for 
“tender,” read tend. The Scotch do not know our 
law terms ; but I find some remains of honest, plain, 
old writing lurking there still. They were not so 
mealy-mouthed to refuse my verses. Maybe ’tis their 
oatmeal. 

Blackwood sent me £20 for the drama. Somebody 
cheated me out of it next day; and my new pair of 
breeches, just sent home, cracking at first putting on, I 
exclaimed in my wrath, “ AU tailors are cheats, and all 
men are tailors.” Then I was better. 0. L. 
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Letter COCLXXX.] Jamuiry 29, 1829. 

When Miss Ouldcroft (who is now Mrs. Beddome, 
and Bed — dom^d to her) was at Enfield, which she was 
in Summer time, and owed her health to its suns and 
genial influences, she visited (with young ladylike imper- 
tinence) a poor man’s cottage that had a pretty baby 
(0 the yearnling!) gave it fine caps and sweetmeats. 
On a day, broke into the parlour our two maids uproarious. 
“ 0 ma’am, who do you think Miss Ouldcroft (they pro- 
nounce it Holcroft) has been working a cap for ? ” ‘‘A 

child,” answered Mary, in true Shandean female simplicity. 
“ ’Tis the man’s child as was taken up for sheep-stealing.” 
Miss Ouldcroft was staggered, and would have cut the 
connexion, but by main force I made her go and take 
her leave of her prot^g^e. I thought, if she went no 
more, the Abactor or the Abactor’s wife (vide Ainsworth) 
would suppose she had heard something, and I have 
delicacy for a sheep -stealer. The overseers actually 
overhauled a mutton pie at the Baker’s (his first, last, 
and only hope of mutton pie,) which he never came to 
eat, and thence inferred his guilt. Per occasionem cujus, 
I framed the sonnet ; observe its elaborate construction. 
I was four days about it. 

THE GYPSY’S MALISON. 

“ Suck, baby, suck ! mother’s love grows by giving, 

Drain the sweet founts that only thrive by wasting ; 

Black manhood comes, when riotous guilty living 
Hands thee the cup that shall be death in tasting. 

Kiss, baby, kiss I Mother’s lips shine by kisses. 

Choke the warm breath that else would fall in blessings ; 

Black Manhood comes, when turbulent guilty blisses 
Tend thee the kiss that poisons ’mid caressings. 

Hang, baby, hang 1 mother’s love loves such forces, 

Strain the fond neck that bends still to thy clinging ; 

Black manhood comes, when violent lawless courses 
Leave thee a spectacle in rude air swinging.” 

So sang a wither’d Sybil energetical. 

And bann’d the ungiving door with lips prophetical. 
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Barry, study that sonnet. It is curiously and per- 
versely elaborate. ^Tis a choking subject, and therefore 
the reader is directed to the structure of it. See you 1 
and was this a fourteener to be rejected by a trunapery 
annual 'I Forsooth, 'twould shock all mothers ; and may 
aU mothers, who would so be shocked, bed-clomd ! as if 
mothers were such sort of logicians as to infer the future 
hanging of their child from the theoretical hangibility (or 
capacity of being hanged, if the judge pleases) of every 
infant born with a neck on. Oh B. 0. ! my whole heart 
is faint, and my whole head is sick (how is it 1) at this 
damned canting unmasculine age ! 


Lbtteb CCOLXXXI.] [1829.] 

The comings in of an incipient conveyancer are not 
adequate to the receipt of three twopenny post nonpaids 
in a week. Therefore, after this, I condemn my stub to 
long and deep silence, or shall awaken it to write to 
Lords. Lest those raptures in this honeymoon of my 
correspondence, which you avow for the gentle person of 
my Nuncio, after passing through certain natural grades, 
as Love, Love and Water, Love with the chill off, then 
subsiding to that point which the Heroic Suitor of hie 
wedded dame, the noble-spirited Lord Eandolph in the 
Play, declares to be the ambition of his passion, a reci- 
procation of “complacent kindness,” — should suddenly 
plump down (scarce staying to bait at the mid point of 
indifference, so hungry it is for distaste) to a loathing 
and blank aversion, to the rendering probable such counter 
expressions as this, — “Damn that infernal twopenny 
postman ” (words which make the not yet glutted inamo- 
rato “ lifb up his hands and wonder who can use them.”) 
While, then, you are not ruined, let me assure thee, 0 
thou above the Painter, and next only under Giraldus 
Oambrensis, the most immortal and worthy to be im- 
mortal Barry, thy most ingenious and golden cadences do 
take my fancy mightily. They axe at this identical 
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moment under the snip and the paste of the fairest 
hands (bating chilblains) in Cambridge, soon to be trans- 
planted to Suffolk, to the envy of half of the young ladies 
in Bury. But tell me, and tell me truly, gentle Swain, 
is that Isola Bella a true spot in geographical denomi- 
nation, or a floating Delos in thy brain ? Lurks that 
fair island in verity in the bosom of Lake Maggiore, or 
some other with less poetic name, which thou hast 
Corn wallised for the occasion 'I And what if Maggiore 
itself be but a coinage of adaptation ? Of this, pray re- 
solve me immediately, for my Albumess will be catechised 
on this subject; and how can I prompt her*? Lake Leman, 
I know, and Lemon Lake (in a Punch Bowl) I have swum 
in, though those Lymphs be long since dry. But Maggiore 
may be in the moon. Unsphinx this riddle for me, for 
my shelves have no Gazetteer. And mayest thou never 
murder thy father-in-law in the Trivia of Lincolffs Inn 
New Square Passage, nor afterwards make absurd pro- 
posals to the Widow M[ontagu]. But I know you 
abhor any such notions. Nevertheless so did 0-Edipus (as 
Admiral Burney used to call him, splitting the diphthong 
in spite or ignorance) for that matter. 0. L. 


LBrrKK OCOLXXXII.] Felrmry 2, 1829. 

Facundissime Poetal quanquam istiusmodi epitheta 
oratoribus potihs quam poetis attinere facile scio — tamen, 
facundissime 1 

Oommoratur nobiscum jamdiu, in agro Enfeldiense, 
scilicet, leguleius futurus, illustrissimus Martinus Bumeius 
otium agens, negotia nominalia, et ofificinam clientum 
vacuam, paululum fugiens. Orat, implorat te — nempe, 
Martinus — ut si (qudd Dii faciant) fort^ fortuni, absente 
ipso, advenerit tardus cliens, eum certiorem feceiis per 
literas hfle missas. InteUigisne ? an me Anglic^ et 
barbarice ad te hominem perdoctum scribere oportet ? 

0. Agnus. 
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Si status de franco tenemento datur avo, et in eodem 
facto si mediate vel immediate datur kmredihm vel Imre- 
dihus corporis dicti avi, postrema hmc verba sunt Limita- 
tionis non Perquisitionis. 

Dixi. Oarlagnitlus. 

To OOWDEK CLARKE. 

Letter CCCLXXXIIL] MTnontoii, Felnm'y 2, 1829. 

Dear Cowden — ^Your books are as the gushing of streams 
in a desert. By the way, you have sent no autobiogi-aphies. 
Your letter seems to imply you had. Nor do I want 
any. Cowden, they are of the books which I give away. 
What damn’d Unitarian skewer-soul’d things tlie general 
biographies turn out 1 “ Rank and Talent ” you shall 

have when Mrs. May has done with ’em. Mary likes Mrs. 
Bedinfield much. For me, I read nothing but Astrea 
— it has turn’d my brain — I go about with a switch 
turn’d up at the end for a crook ; and Lambs being too 
old, the butcher tells me, my cat follows me in a green 
ribband. Becky and her cousin are getting pastoral 
dresses, and then we shall aU four go about Arcadising. 
0 cruel Shepherdess 1 Inconstant, yet fair, and more 
inconstant for being fair I Her gold ringlets fell in a 
disorder superior to order ! Come and join us. 

I am called the Black Shepherd — ^you shall be Cowden 
with the Tuft. 

Prosaically, we shall be glad to have you both- — or any 
two of you — drop in by surprise some Saturday night. 

This must go off. 

Loves to Vittoria. C. L. 

To H. 0. ROBINSON. 

Letter CCCLXXXIV.] EnjkU, Fdmmry 27, 1829. 

Dear R. — Expectation was alert on the receipt of 
your strange-shaped present, while yet undisclosed from 
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its fuse envelope. Some said, ’tis a viol da Gamba^ 
others pronounced it a fiddle; I, myself, hoped it a 
liqueur case, pregnant with eau-^-vie and such odd 
nectar. When midwifed into daylight, the gossips were 
at a loss to pronounce upon its species. Most took it 
for a marrow spoon, an apple scoop, a hanker^s guinea 
shovel; at length its true scope appeared, its drift, to 
save the back-hone of my sister stooping to scuttles : a 
philanthropic intent; borrowed, no doubt, from some of 
the Colliers. You save people’s backs one way, and 
break ’em again by loads of obligation. The spectacles 
are delicate and Vulcanian. No lighter texture than 
their steel did the cuckoldy blacksmith frame to catch 
Mrs. Vulcan and the Captain in. For ungalled forehead, 
as for back unbursten, you have Mary’s thanks. Marry, 
for my own peculium of obligation, ’twas supererogatory. 
A second part of Pamela was enough in conscience. Two 
Pamelas in a house are too much, without two Mr. B.’s 
to reward ’em. 

Mary, who is handselling her new aerial perspectives 
upon a pair of old worsted stockings trod out in Cheshunt 
lanes, sends her love : I, great good-liking. Bid us a 
personal farewell before you see the Vatican. 

Charles Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter COOLXXXV.] March 25, 1829. 

Dear B. B. — I send you by desire Darley’s very 
poetical poem. You will like, I think, the novel head- 
ings of each scene. Scenical directions in verse are 
novelties. With it I send a few duplicates^ which are 
tJierefore of no value to me ; and may amuse an idle 
hour. Read Christmas ” : ’tis the production of a young 
author, who reads all your writings. A good word from 
you about his little book would be as balm to him. It 
has no pretensions, and makes none. But parts are 
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pretty. In Field’s Appendix turn to a poem called the 
Kangaroo. It is in the best way of our old poets, if I 
mistake not. I have just come from town, where I have 
been to get my bit of quarterly pension; and have 
brought home, from stalls in Barbican, the old “ Pilgrim’s 
Progress” with the prints — ^Vanity Fair, etc. — ^now scarce. 
Four shillings. Cheap. And also one of whom I have 
oft heard and had dreams, but never saw in the flesh — 
that is in sheepskin — ‘‘The whole theologic works oi 

THOMAS AQUINAS.” 

My arms ached with lugging it a mile to the stage ; 
but the burden was a pleasure, such as old Anchises was 
to the shoulders of ^neas, or the Lady to the Lover in 
old romance, who having to carry her to the top of a 
high mountain (the price of obtaining her,) clambered 
with her to the top, and fell dead with fatigue. 

Ok tke glorious old Schoolmen ! ” 

There must be something in him. Such great names 
imply greatness. Who hath seen Michael Angelo’s 
things — of us that never pilgrimaged to Borne — and yet 
which of us disbelieves his greatness *1 How I will revel 
in his cobwebs and subtleties, till my brain spins ! 

I have writ in the old Hamlet : offer it to 
Mitford in my name, if he have not seen it. ’Tis woe- 
fully below our editions of it. But keep it, if you like. 
(What is M. to me ?) 

I do not mean this to go for a letter, only to apprise 
you that the parcel is booked for you this 25th March, 
1829, from the Four Swans, Bishopsgate. With both 
our loves to Lucy and A. K. Yours ever, 0. L. 


To H. 0. BOBINSON, 

Letter CCCLXXXYL] ui.pTil 10, X829i 

Dear Bobinson — W e are afraid you will slip from us 
from England without again seeing us. It would be 
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cliaxity to come and see me. I have these three days 
been laid up with strong rheumatic pains, in loins, back, 
shoulders. I shriek sometimes from the violence of 
them. I get scarce any sleep, and the consequence is, I 
am restless, and want to change sides as I lie, and I can- 
not turn without resting on my hands, and so turning 
all my body all at once, like a log with a lever. While 
this rainy weather lasts, I have no hope of alleviation. 
I have tried flannels and embrocation in vain. Just at 
the hip joint the pangs sometimes are so excruciating, 
that I cry out. It is as violent as' the cramp, and far 
more continuous. I am ashamed to whine about these 
complaints to you, who can ill enter into them; but 
indeed they are sharp. You go about, in rain or fine, 
at all hours, without discommodity. I envy you your 
immunity at a time of life not much removed from my 
own. But you owe your exemption to temperance, 
which it is too late for me to pursue. I, in my lifetime, 
have had my good things. Hence my frame is brittle — 
yours strong as brass. I never knew any ailment you 
had. You can go out at night in all weathers, sit up all 
hours. Well, I don’t want to moralise ; I only wish to 
say that if you are inclined to a game at double-dumby, 
I would try and bolster myself in a chair for a rubber 
or so. My days are tedious, but less so, and less painful 
than my nights. May you never know the pain and 
difficulty I have in writing so much! Mary, who is 
most kind, joins in the wish. 0. Lamb. 


LErim OOCLXXXVIL] April 17, 1829. 

I do confess to mischief. It was the subtlest dia- 
bolical piece of malice heart of man has contrived. I 
have no more rheumatism than that poker. Never was 
freer from all pains and aches. Every joint sound, to 
the tip of the ear from the extremity of the lesser toe. 
The report of thy torments was blown circuitously here 
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from Bury. I could not resist tiie jeer. I conceived 
you writhing when you should just receive my congratu- 
lations. How mad you'd be! Well, it is not in my 
method to inflict pangs. I leave that to Heaven : but 
in the existing pangs of a friend I have a share. His 
disquietude crowns my exemption. I imagine you howl- 
ing, and pace across the room, shooting out my free arms, 
legs, etc., this way and that way, with an assurance of 
not kindling a spark of pain from them. I deny that 
Nature meant us to sympathise with agonies. Those 
face-contortions, retortions, distortions have the merriness 
of antics. Nature meant them for farce — not so pleasant 
to the actor, indeed ; but Grimaldi cries when we laugh, 
and 'tis but one that suffers to make thousands rejoice. 

You say that shampooing is ineffectual ; but, per se, 
it is good, to show the introvolutions, extravolutions, of 
which the animal frame is capable — ^to show what the 
creature is receptible of, short of dissolution. 

You are worst of nights, an't you? You never was 
rack'd, was you? I should like an authentic map of 
those feelings. 

You seem to have the flying gout. You can scarcely 
screw a smile out of your face, can you? I sit at 
immunity and sneer ad libitum. 'Tis now the time for 
you to make good resolutions. I may go on breaking 
'em for anything the worse I find myself. Your doctor 
seems to keep you on the long cure. Precipitate healings 
are never good Don't come while you are so bad; I 
shan't be able to attend to your throes and the dumby at 
onca I should like to know how slowly the pain goes 
off. But don't write, unless the motion will be likely to 
make your sensibility more exquisite. 

Your affectionate and truly healthy friend, 

0. Lamb. 

Mary thought a letter from me might amuse you in 
your torment. 
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To GEOEaE DYEE. 

Letter CCCLXXXVIII.] Enfield, Apnl 29, 1829. 

Dear Dyer — As well as a bad pen can do it, I must 
thank you for your friendly attention to the wishes of 
our young friend Emma, wlio was packing up for Bury 
when your sonnet arrived, and was too hurried to express 
her sense of its merits. I know she will treasure up that 
and your second communication among her choicest 
rarities, as from her grandfathey'h friend, whom not 
having seen, she loves to hear talked of. The second 
letter shall be sent after her, with our first parcel to 
Suffolk, whore she is, to us, alas dead and Bury’d; we 
sorely miss her. Should you at any hour think of four 
or six lines, to send her, addressed to herself simply, 
naming her grandsire, and to wish she may pass through 
life as much respected, with your own G. Dyer at the 
end, she would feel rich indeed, for the nature of an 
Album asks for verses that have not been in print before \ 
but this quite at your convenience : and to be less trouble 
to yourself, four lines would be sufiicient. Enfield has 
come out in summer beauty. Come when you will and 
wo will give you a bed. Emma has left hers, you know. 
I remain, my dear Dyer, your affectionate friend, 

Charles Lamb. 

To WALTEE WILSON. 

Letter OCOLXXXIX.] May 28, 1829. 

Dear W.-— -Introduce this, or omit it, as you like. 
I tliink I wrote better about it in a letter to you from 
India IT. If you have that, perhaps out of the two I 
could patch up a better thing, if you’d return both. But 
* I am very poorly, and have been harassed with an illness 
of my sister’s. 

The Ode was printed in the New Times nearly the 
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end of 1825, and I have only omitted some silly lines, 
call it a corrected copy. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 

Put my name to either, or both, as you like. 

Walter Wilson, Esq., 

Burnett House, 

Hear Bath, Somersetshire. 

To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Letter OCCXO.] [Summer 1829.] 

At midsummer, or soon after (I will let you know the 
previous day), I will take a day with you in the purlieus 
of my old haunts. Fo offence has been taken, any more 
than meant. My house is full at present, but empty of 
its chief pride. She is dead to me for many months. 
But when I see you, then I will say, Oome and see me. 
With undiminished friendship to you both. 

Your faithful, but queer, 0. L. 

How you frighted me ! Fever write again, “ Cole- 
ridge is dead,’^ at the end of a line, and tamely come in 
with, “ to his friends at the beginning of another. Love 
is quicker, and fear from love, than the transition ocular 
from line to line. 

To BERFABD BARTOF. 

Letter COCXOI.] July 8, 1829. 

Dear B. B. — I am very much grieved indeed for the 
indisposition of poor Lucy. Your letter found me in 
domestic troubles. My sister is again taken ill, and I 
am obliged to remove her out of the house for many 
weeks, I fear, before I can hope to have her again. 1 
have been very desolate indeed. My loneliness is a little 
abated by our young friend Emma having just come here 
for her holidays, and a schoolfellow of hers that was, 
with her. Still the house is not the same, though she 
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is the same. Mary had been pleasing herself with the 
prospect of seeing her at this time; and with all their 
company, the house feels at times a frightful solitude. 
May you and I in no very long time have a more cheer- 
ful theme to write about, and congratulate upon a 
daughter’s and a sister’s perfect recovery. Do not be long 
without telling me how Lucy goes on. I have a right 
to call her by her quaker-name, you know. Emma knows 
that I am writing to you, and begs to be remembered to 
you with thankfulness for your ready contribution. Her 
album is filling apace. But of her contributors, one, 
almost the flower of it, a most amiable young man and 
late acquaintance of mine, has been carried off by con- 
sumption, on return from one of the Azores islands, to 
which he went with hopes of mastering the disease, came 
back improved, went back to a most close and confined 
counting-house, and relapsed. His name was Dibdin, 
grandson of the songster. 

To get out of home themes, have you seen Southey’s 
Dialogues ? His lake descriptions, and the account 
of his library at Keswick, are very fine. But he 
needed not have called up the ghost of More to hold 
the conversations with; which might as well have 
passed between A and B, or Gains and Lucius. It is 
making too free with a defunct Chancellor and Martyr. 

I ft‘ol as if I had nothing farther to write about. 0 I 
forget the prettiest letter I ever read, that I have received 
from Pleasures of Memory ” Kogers, in acknowledgment 
of a sonnet I sent him on the loss of his brother. 

It is too long to transcribe, but I hope to show it you 
some day, as I hope some time again to see you, when all 
of us are well. Only it ends thus : “We were nearly of 
an age ; he was the elder. He was the only person in 
the world in whose eyes I always appeared young.” 
I will now take my leave with assuring you that I am 
moat interested in hoping to hear favourable accounts 
from you. With kindest regards to A. K. and you, yours 
truly, 
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Enfield Gluxm Side, Saturday^ 

Letteii CCOXOIL] *2,m of July, a.d. 1829,' 11 a. m. 

There! — fuller, plumper, juicier date never dropt 
from Idumean palm. Ain I in the dateAvi) case now 1 If 
not, a fig for dates, which is more than a datti ds worth. 
I never stood much affected to these limitary speiialities ; 
least of all, since the date of my superaiinuatiou. 

“ What have I with time to do ? 

Slaves of desks, ’twas mmuit for you.” 

Dear B. B. — Your handwriting has conveyed much 
pleasure to me in report of Lucy^s restoration. Would 
I could send you as good news of my poor Lucy. But 
some wearisome weeks I must remain lonely yet. I have 
had the loneliest time, near ten weeks, broken by a short 
apparition of Emma for lier holidays, whose departure 
only deepened the returning solitude, and by ten days I 
have passed in town. But town, with all my native hanker- 
ing after it, is not what it was. The streets, the shops 
are left ; but all old friends are gone I And in London 
I was frightfully convinced of this as I piissed houses and 
places, empty caskets now. I have ceased to care almost 
about anybody. The bodies I cared for are in graves, 
or dispersed. My old clubs, that lived so long and 
flourished so steadily, are crumbled away. When I took 
leave of our adopted young friend at Charing Oross, ’twas 
heavy unfeeling rain, and I had nowhere to go. Home 
have I none, and not a sympathising house to turn to in 
the great city. Never did the waters of heaven pour 
down on a forlomer head. Yet I tried ten days at a 
sort of friend’s house, but it was large and straggling, — 
one of the individuals of my old long knot of friends, card™ 
players, pleasant companions, that have tumbled to pieces, 
into dust and other things ; and I got home on Thursday, 
convinced that I was better to get home to my hole at 
Enfield, and hide like a sick cat in my comer. Loss 
than a month I hope will bring home Mary. She is at 
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Fulham, looking better in her health than ever, but sadly 
rambling, and scarce showing any pleasure in seeing me, 
or curiosity when I should come again. But the old 
feelings will come back again, and we shall drown old 
sorrows over a game of picquet again. But 'tis a tedious 
cut out of a life of 64, to lose 12 or 13 weeks every year 
or two. And to inake me more alone, our ill-tempered 
maid is gone, who, with all her airs, was yet a home- 
piece of furniture, a record of better days. The young 
thing that has succeeded her is good and attentive, but 
she is nothing. And I have no one here to talk over 
old matters with. Scolding and quarrelling have some- 
thing of familiarity, and a community of interest ; they 
imply acquaintance ; they are of resentment, which is of 
the family of dearness. 

I can neither scold nor quarrel at this insignificant 
implement of household services : she is less than a cat, 
and just better than a deal dresser. What I can do, and 
do over-do, is to walk; but deadly long are the days, 
these Summer all-day days, with but a half-hour’s candle- 
light, and no fire-light. I do not write, tell your kind 
inquisitive Eliza, and can hardly read. In the ensuing 
Blaehvood will be an old rejected farce of mine, which 
may be new to you, if you see that same medley. What 
things are all the magazines now ! I contrive studiously 
not to sec them. The popular I^ew Monthly is perfect 
trash. Poor Ilessey, I suppose you see, has failed ; Hunt 
and Clarke too. Your “Vulgar Truths” will be a good 
name ; and I think your prose must please — me at least. 
But ’tis useless to write poetry with no purchasers. 
'Tis cold work authorship, without something to puff one 
into fashion. Could you not write something on Quaker- 
ism, for Qualcers to read, but nominally addressed to 
Non-Quakers, explaining your dogmas — waiting on the 
Spirit— by the analogy of human calmness and patient 
waiting on the judgment? I scarcely know what I 
mean, but to make Non-Quakers reconciled to your 
doctrines, by showing something like them in mere human 
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operations; but I hardly understand myself; so let it 
pass for nothing. I pity you for over-work ; but I assure 
you, no work is worse. The mind preys on itself, the 
most unwholesome food. I bragged formerly that I 
could not have too much time. I have a surfeit. 
With few years to come, the days are wearisome. But 
weariness is not eternal. Something will shine out to 
take the load off that flags me, which is at present 
intolerable. I have killed an hour or two in this poor 
scrawl. I am a sanguinary murderer of time, and would 
kill him inch-meal just now. But the snake is vital 
Well : I shall write merrier anon. ^Tis the present copy 
of my countenance I send, and to complain is a little 
to alleviate. May you enjoy yourself as far as the 
wicked wood will let you, and think that you are not 
quite alone as I am I Health to Lucia, and to Anna, 
and kind remembrances. 

Your forlorn, 0. L. 

To SAMUEL TAYLOR OOLERIDOE. 

Letter COOXCIIL] Tmsday, 1829. 

My dear Coleridge — With pain and grief, I must 
entreat you to excuse us on Thursday. My head, though 
externally correct, has had a severe concussion in my 
long illness, and the very idea of an engagement hanging 
over for a day or two, forbids my rest, and I get up 
miserable. I am not well enough for company. I do 
assure you, no other thing prevents my coming. I 
expect Eield and his brothers this or to-morrow evening, 
and it worries me to death that I am not ostensibly ill 
enough to put ’em off. I will get better, when I shall 
hope to see your nephew. He will come again. Mary 
joins in best love to the Gillmans. Do, I earnestly 
entreat you, excuse me. I assure you, again, that I am 
not fit to go out yet. 

Yours (though shattered), 


0. Lamb. 
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To 0. A. ELTON. 

India House 

{to which, place all letters addressed 
to 0, L. commonly come\ 

Letter CCCXOIV.] August 12, 1829. 

My dear Sir — You have overwhelmed me with your 
favours. I have received positively a little library 
from Baldwyti’s. I do not know how I have deserved 
such a bounty. 

We have been up to the ear in classics ever since 
it came. I have been greatly pleased, but most, I think, 
with the Hesiod, — the Titan battle quite amazed me. 
Gad, it w'as no child^s play — and then the homely 
aphorisms at tlie end of the works — how adroitly you 
have turned them! Can he be the same Hesiod who 
did the Titans 1 the latter is — 

“ wine 

Which to madness does incline.” 

But to read the Days arid Weeks is like eating nice 
brown bread, homely sweet and nutritive. Apollonius 
was now to me : I had confounded him with the conjuror 
of that name. Medea is glorious- but I must give 
up Dido. She positively is the only Fine Lady of 
Antiquity ; her courtesy to the Trojans is altogether queen- 
like. Eneas is a most disagreeable person : Ascanius a 
pretty young master. Mezentius for xfij money — his 
dying speech shames Turpin — ^not the Archbishop, but 
the roadster of that name, I mean. 

I have been ashamed to find how many names of 
classics (and more than their names) you have introduced 
me to, that before I was ignorant of. 

Your commendation of Master Chapman arrideth me. 
Can any one read the pert, modern, Frenchified notes, etc., 
in Pope's translation, and contrast them with solemn 
weighty prefaces of Chapman, writing in full faith, as he 

VOL. II. ^ 
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evideEtly does, of the plenary inspiration of his author — 
worshipping his meanest scraps and relics as divine-with- 
out one sceptical misgiving of their authenticity, and doubt 
which was the properest to expound Homer to his countiy- 
men ^ Eeverend Chapman ! you have read his hymn to 
Pan (the Homeric) — why, it is Milton's blank verse 
clothed with rhyme 1 Paradise Lost could scarce lose, 
could it be so accoutred. 

I shall die in the belief that he has improved upon 
Homer, in the Odyssey in particular— the disclosure of 
Ulysses of himself to Alcinous — his previous behaviour at 
the song of the stern strife arising between Achilles and 
himself (how it raises him above the Iliad Ulysses !)-— 
but you know all these things quite as well as I do. 
But what a deaf ear old 0. would have turned to the 
doubters in Homer's real personality ! He apparently 
believed all the fables of Homer's birth, etc. etc. 

Those notes of Bryant have caused the greatest 
disorder in my brain-pan. Well, I will not flatter when 
I say that we have had two or three long evenings' good 
reading out of your kind present. 

I will say nothing of the tenderest parts in your 
own little volume, at the end of such slatternly scribble 
as this, but indeed they cost us some tears. I scrawl on 
because of interruptions every moment. You guess how 
it is in a busy office — papers thrust into your hand when 
your hand is busiest — and every anti-classical disavocation. 

C. A. Elton, Esq., 

Clifton, Bristol. 


To Mr. SERJEANT TALPOURD. 

Letter CCOXOV.] [1829.] 

Dear Talfourd — ^You could not have told me of a 
more friendly thing than you have been doing. I am 
proud of my namesake. I shall take care never to do 
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any dirty action, pick pockets, or anyhow get myself 
hanged, for fear of reflecting ignominy upon your young 
Ohrisom. I have now a motive to be good. I shall not 
omniB moTiar;~-mj name borne down the black gulf of 
oblivion. 

I shall survive in eleven letters, five more than Osesar. 
Possibly I shall come to be knighted, or more ! Sir 0. 
L. Talfourd, Bart. ! 

Yet hath it an authorish twang with it, which will 
wear out my name for poetry. Give him a smile from 
me till I see him. If you do not drop down before, some 
day in the week after next I will come and take one night’s 
lodging with you, if convenient, before you go hence. 
You shall name it. We are in town to-morrow sjpeaaZi 
gratidy but by no arrangement can get up near you. 
Believe us both, with greatest regards, yours and Mrs. 

Talfourd s. Ohakles Lamb-Philo-Talfoued. 

I come as near it as I can. 


To Me. GILLMAJl. 

Leitee CCOXOVL] Otme Side, Bnfidd, October 26, 1829 . 

Dear Gillman— Allsop brought me your kind message 
yesterday. How can I account for having not visited 
Highgate this long time? Change of place seemed to 
have changed mo. How grieved I was to hear in what 
indifferent health Coleridge has been, and I not to know 
of it 1 A little school divinity, well applied, may be 
healing. I send him honest Tom of Aquin ; that was 
always an obscure great idea to me : I never thought or 
dreamed to see him in the flesh, but t’other day I rescued 
him from a stall in Barbican and brought him off in 
triumph. He comes to greet Coleridge’s acceptance, for 
his shoe-latchets I am unworthy to unloose. Yet there 
are pretty pro’s and con’s, and such unsatisfactory 
learning in him. Commend me to the question of 
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etiquette — “ utrum mmumlatio dehuerU Jmi per 
angelum^'—Qumst 30, Artkulm 2. 1 protest, till now 

I had thought Gabriel a fellow of some mark and liveli- 
hood, not a simple esquire, m 1 find liim. Well, do not 
break your lay brains, nor I neitlaT, %vitli tliese euriouB 
nothings. They are nuts to our dear frimui, whom 
hoping to see at your first friendly hint that it will be 
convenient, I end with bogging our very kimloKt loves to 
Mrs. Gillman. We have had a sorry houne of it hou\ 
Our spirits have been reduetHl till wo wen> at hope’s end 
what to do. Obliged to quit this house*, and afraid to 
engage another, till in extremity, I took tlie dt^gperate 
resolve of kicking house and all down, like IhmyaifH 
pack ; and here wo are in a new life at kiard and lodging 
with an honest couple our neighbouiu We have ridded 
ourselves of the cares of dirty acres ; and the change, 
though of less than a week, has had the incmt beneficial 
ejffects on Maiy already. She looks two yt*ars and a 
half younger for it. But we have had sore trials. 

God send us one happy meeting 1— Yours faithfully, 

U. Lamb. 


To YINGENT KOVKLLO, 

Lbtxbb CCOXOYIL] lOchfi^r 1820.J 

Dear Fugueiat, 
or heax’st thou rather 
Contrapuntist - 

We expect you four {m many m tin* table will hold 
without squeezing) at Wm. WrstWfsod a Table ilMliitti on 
Thursday. You will find Dm White I louse whut u|i, and 
us moved under the wing of the Fhceni*c, which gives ua 
friendly refuge. Beds for gue^tM, marry, we have none, 
but cleanly accomodings at the Crown and 

Yours harmonically, CJ. li. 

Vincentio (what, ho 1) NovMlo, a Hipiin*. 

66, Great Queen Strnq, Lincoln a Inn Pi«'ltlit. 
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To WALTER WILSON. 

Letter CCOXOVIIL] Enfield^ Nommler 16, 1829. 

My dear Wilson — I have not opened a packet of 
unknown contents for many years that gave me so much 
pleasure as when I disclosed your three volumes. I 
have given them a careful perusal, and they have taken 
their degree of classical books upon my shelves. Be Foe 
was always my darling ; but what darkness was I in as 
to far the larger part of his writings ! I have now an 
epitome of them all. I think the way in which you 
have done the “ Life ” the most judicious you could have 
pitched upon. You have made him tell his own story, 
and your comments are in keeping with the tale. Why, 

I never heard of such a work as the Review. Strange 
that in my stall -hunting days I never so much as lit 
upon an odd volume of it. This circumstance looks as 
if they were never of any great circulation. But I may 
have met with ’em, and not knowing the prize, overpast 
’em. I was almost a stranger to the whole history of 
Dissenters in those reigns, and picked my way through 
that strange book the “ Consolidator ” at random. How 
affecting are some of his personal appeals ! What a 
machine of projects he set on foot 1 and following writers 
have picked his pocket of the patents. I do not under- 
stand whereabouts in “ Roxana ” he himself left off. I 
always thought the complete-tourist-sort of description of 
the town she passes through on her last embarkation 
miserably unseasonable and out of place. I knew not 
they were spurious. Enlighten me as to where the 
apocryphal matter commences. I, by accident, can 
correct one A. D., Family Instructor,” vol. ii. 1718; 
you say his first volume had then reached the fourth 
edition ; now I have a fifth, printed for Eman Matthews, 
1717. So have I plucked one rotten date, or rather 
picked it up where it had inadvertently fallen, from your 
flourishing date tree, the Palm of Engaddi. I may take 
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it fur m\ imim, I think u hmk wlikli every 
l»iili|!c' lihnirj iiui ‘-f lnivi\ iintirviTV Englkli sr Iwkr shuuld 
liavf. I nm ‘Ui«v it IniH ni)- nmiixrt' stoelc of the 

iMi!li*»rV w»>rkH, I ti» W t wiiv iw o|mlf*ni Mary 
ir4 ky my tiiiliv jit-it tlni-hiny tho vtihmm. It mtiat 

loivi^ iiitrre^t tr* ilivrii hrr imiiy bnn fri>ni her modern 
imvtdH. r-llaim will hf jiMnim. I wiih a little 
:i! my “Odf the 'rroHtliniir’ not fuuling 
ii |4ai'i% I ml it enme »’ni «jf time. The |vu» |ia|«'ra of 
liiiiie will the ivmlrr^ heini^ m} iikiii. Otlth that 

lifW’or n of luv twvii lettor«* with some 

tiftmi yi’nrs* interval I nearly have said tlm same 

tliliii^, I hit I idmll iihvays feel liii|t|ty in having my 
iitiiiie go tittWfi liiiyhtiw %vith lb nml that of hm 

liinliiriograi liter. ! |»r»inmo tnysi-lf, if nirt titiinortidity, 

yrl iliiiimiily t'lf iitdiig rend in fum^rtinenee. We have 
bifli limi iriiirli this y«-iir ; and feeling Intlmutiei 

iifiil freifiiliiess umw wo Imve east off tim ear«« 

Ilf iif4iMekee|»ing» sold oif mtr gtKHls* ami emnmcmeed 
I'Kiiirilitig mid lodidng with a very eoinf »rtnhle old eouple 
next iliii'r to wlim'e you fotiini us, We use a sort of 
eiimiiioii tiilde, Nevertheless, we have reservf’d n private 
ciiie fhr nil old friend ; and wdom Mrs. Wilson and you 
rtwiwi lliihyl«»ii. we sItiiU pnty you to iiinke it ymum for a 
iliir vtO'y kttiilesl renounhiiiliees to you Iwdh. 

Froiii yoiir »l*! friend mid now in 

imp iMluwrri* ih IiAilli. 

IliifJl'tl m griing to itinke your Iwsik fi husk for a 
levti^f th' Prtitk Kovelf* in the EdiiiliroT* I wiih I 
liiid lieiiltli Will a|ilri!.s to tlo It.. I liiive licit iien, 

|*itl I ilriiilil tint lie Will iiuieli |dt*i«efl witli ymir per- 
loriiifitiei*. I very itiueh hofu' you %ull give %u iiti iiimomit 
Ilf lltiiiloii, «te, Hut wiitii I alioiitd tiinm llkii to m 
wttilil II life mnl Times of lluiiyait. WIililtig liidth 
III ycitn Ami loiii life to your liimit!i| bfok, ftftiii I 
iiitwcrito iiiftt 

Yiiaw In foiily, 0. Ij. 
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To Me. GILLMAN. 

Letter CCOXOIX.] NovemUr 30 , 1829 . 

Dear G. — The excursionists reached home, and the 
good town of Enfield, a little after four, without slip or 
dislocation. Little has transpired concerning the events 
of the back-journey, save that on passing the house of 
’Squire Hellish, situate a stone -bow’s cast from the 
hamlet. Father Westwood, with a good-natured wonder- 
ment, exclaimed, “ I cannot think what is gone of Mr. 
M'eUish’s rooks. I fancy they have taken flight some- 
where, but I have missed them two or three years 
past.” All this while, according to his fellow-traveller’s 
report, the rookery was darkening the air above with 
undiminished population, and deafening all ears but his 
with their cawings. But Nature has been gently with- 
drawing such phenomena from the notice of two of Thomas 
Westwood’s senses, from the time he began to miss the 
rooks, T. Westwood has passed a retired life in this 
hamlet, of thirty or forty years, living upon the minimum 
which is consistent with gentility, yet a star among the 
minor gentry, receiving the bows of the tradespeople, and 
courtesies of the alms-women, daily. Children venerate 
him not less for his external show of gentry, than they 
wonder at him for a gentle rising endorsation of the 
person, not amounting to a hump, or if a hump, innocuous 
as the hump of the buffalo, and coronative of as mild 
qualities. ’Tis a throne on which patience seems to sit, — 
the proud perch of a self-respecting humility, stooping 
with condescension. Thereupon the cares of life have 
sate, and rid him easily. For he has thrid the angusticB 
dornHs with dexterity. Life opened upon him with com- 
parative brilliancy. He set out as a rider or traveller 
for a wholesale house, in which capacity he tells of many 
hair-breadth escapes that befell him ; one especially, how 
he rode a mad horse into the town of Devizes; how 
horse and rider arrived in a foam, to the utter consterna- 
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tion of the expostulating hostlers, inn-keepers, etc. It 
seems it was sultry weather, piping hot; the steed 
tormented into frenzy with gad-flies, long past being 
road-worthy; but safety and the interest of the house 
he rode for were incompatible things; a fall in serge 
cloth was expected, and a mad entrance they made of it. 
Whether the exploit was purely voluntary, or partially ; 
or whether a certain personal defiguration in the man 
part of this extraordinary centaur (non -assistive to 
partition of natures) might not enforce the conjunction, I 
stand not to inquire. I look not with ’skew eyes into 
the deeds of heroes. The hosier that was burnt with his 
shop, in Field Lane, on Tuesday night, shall have past to 
heaven for me like a Marian Martyr, provided always 
that he consecrated the fortuitous incremation with a 
short ejaculation in the exit, as much as if he had taken 
his state degrees of martyrdom m formd in the market 
vicinage. There is adoptive as well as acquisitive 
sacrifice. Be the animus what it might, the fact is 
indisputable, that this composition was seen flying all 
abroad, and mine host of Daintry may yet remember 
its passing through his town, if his scores are not more 
faithful than his memory. After this exploit (enough 
for one man), Thomas Westwood seems to have subsided 
into a less hazardous occupation : and in the twenty-fifth 
year of his age we find him a haberdasher in Bow Lane : 
yet still retentive of his early riding (though leaving it 
to rawer stomachs), and Christmasly at night sithence to 
this last, and shall to his latest Christmas, hath he, doth 
he, and shall he, tell after supper the story of the insane 
steed and the desperate rider. Save for Bedlam or 
Luke’s no eye could have guessed that meltitig day what 
house he rid for. But he reposes on his bridles, and 
after the ups and downs (metaphoric only) of a life 
behind the counter — hard riding sometimes, I fear, for 
poor T. W. — with the scrapings together of the shop, and 
one anecdote^ he hath finally settled at Enfield ; by hard 
economising, gardening, building for himself, hath reared 
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a mansion j married a daughter; qualified a son for a 
coimting-house ; gotten the respect of high and low; 
served for self or substitute the greater parish offices; 
hath a special voice at vestries; and, domiciliating us, 
hath reflected a portion of his house-keeping respectability 
upon your humble servants. We are greater, being his 
lodgers, than when we were substantial renters. His 
name is a passport to take off the sneers of the native 
Enfielders against obnoxious foreigners. We are en- 
denizened. Thus much of T. Westwood have I thought 
fit to acquaint you, that you may see the exemplary 
reliance upon Providence with which I entrusted so dear 
a charge as my own sister to the guidance of a man 
that rode the mad horse into Devkcs. To come from his 
heroic character, all the amiable qualities of domestic life 
concentre in this tamed Bellerophon. He is excellent 
over a glass of grog ; just as pleasant without it ; laughs 
when he hears a joke, and when (which is much oftener) 
he hears it not ; sings glorious old sea- songs on festival 
nights ; and but upon a slight acquaintance of two years, 
Coleridge, is as dear a deaf old man to us as old Horris 
(rest his soul !) was after fifty. To him and his scanty 
literature (what there is of it, sound)h&YQ we flown from the 
metropolis and its damned annualists, reviewers, authors, 
and the whole muddy ink press of that stagnant pool. 

How, Gillman again, you do not know the treasure of 
the Fullora I calculate on having massy reading till 
Christmas. All I want here is books of the true sort, 
not those things in boards that moderns mistake for 
books, what they club for at book-clubs. 

I did not mean to cheat you with a blank side, but 
my eye smarts, for which I am taking medicine, and 
abstain, this day at least, from any aliments but milk- 
porridge, the innocent taste of which I am anxious to 
renew after a half-centur/s disacquaintance. If a blot 
fall here like a tear, it is not pathos, but an angry eye. 

Farewell, while my spedlla are sound. 

Yours and yours, C. Lamb. 
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Letter CCOC.] [Decemherl 1829. 

Pray trust me with tlie “ Church History,” as well as 
the “ Worthies.” A moon shall restore both. Also give 
me back “ Him of Aquinum.” In return you have the 
light of my countenance. Adieu. 

P.S . — ^A sister also of mine comes with it. A son of 
Nimshi drives her. Their driving will have been furious, 
impassioned. Pray God they have not toppled over 
the tunnel ! I promise you I fear their steed, bred out 
of the wind without father, semi-Melchisedtuush, hot, 
phaetontic. From my country lodgings at Enfield. 

0. L. 


Letter CCCOL] [DmmUr} 1829. 

Dear Gilhnan — Pray do you, or S. T. 0., immediately 
write to say you have received back the golden works of 
the dear, fine, silly old angel, which I part from, bleeding, 
and to say how the Winter has used you all. 

It is our intention soon, weather permitting, to come 
over for a day at Highgate ; for beds wo will tnist to the 
Gate-House, should you be fuU ; tell me if we may come 
casually, for in this change of climate there is no naming 
a day for walking. With best loves to Mrs. Gillman, etc. 

Yours, mopish, but in health, 0. Lamb. 

I shall be uneasy till I hear of Fuller’s safe arrival. 


To BERhTAED BARTOK. 

Letter OCOOIL] December 8, 1829. 

My dear B. B. — ^You are very good to have been 
uneasy about us, and I have the satisfaction to tell you 
that we are both in better health and spirits than we 
have been for a year or two past ; I may say than we 
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have been since we have been at Enfield. The cause 
may not appear quite adequate, when I tell you that 
a course of ill-health and spirits brought us to the 
determination of giving up our house here, and we are 
boarding and lodging with a worthy old couple, long 
inhabitants of Enfield, where everything is done for us 
without our trouble, further than a reasonable weekly pay- 
ment. We should have done so before, but it is not easy 
to flesh and blood to give up an ancient establishment, 
to discard old Penates, and from house keepers to turn 
house sharers. {W.B. We are not in the workhouse.) 
Diocletian, in his garden, found more repose than on the 
imperial seat of Eome ; and the nob of Charles the Fifth 
ached seldomer under a monk’s cowl than under the 
diadem. With such shadows of assimilation we coun- 
tenance our degradation. With such a load of dignified 
cares just removed from our shoulders, we can the more 
understand and pity the accession to yours, by the 
advancement to an assigneeship. I will tell you honestly, 
B. B., that it has been long my deliberate judgment that 
all bankrupts, of whatsoever denomination, civil or reli- 
gious, ought to be hanged. The pity of mankind has 
for ages run in a wrong channel, and has been diverted 
from poor creditors — (how many I have known sufferers ! 
Hazlitt has just been defrauded of £100 by his bookseller- 
friends breaking) — to scoundrel debtors. I know all 
the topics— “that distress may come upon an honest man 
without his fault ; that the failure of one that he trusted 
was his calamity, etc. Then let both be hanged. 0 how 
cjireful it would make traders ! These are my deliberate 
thoughts, after many years’ experience in matters of trade. 
What a world of trouble it would have saved you, if 
Friend * * * * had been immediately hanged, without 
benefit of clergy, which (being a Quaker I presume) he 
could not reasonably insist upon. Why, after slaving 
twelve months in your assign-business, you will be enabled 
to declare 7d. in the pound in aU human probability. 
B. B., he should be hanged. Trade wiE never re-flourish 
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in this land till such a law is established. I write big, 
not to save ink but eyes, mine having been troubled with 
reading through three folios of old Fuller in almost as 
few days, and I went to bed last night in agony, and am 
writing with a vial of eye-water before me, alternately 
dipping in vial and inkstand. This may inflame my zeal 
against bankrupts, but it was my speculation when I 
could see better. Half the world’s misery (Eden else) is 
owing to want of money, and all that want is owing to 
bankrupts. I declare I would, if the state wanted practi» 
tioners, turn hangman myself, and should have great 
pleasure in hanging the first bankrupt after my salutary 
law should be established. I have seen no Annuals, and 
wish to see none. I like your fun upon them, and was 
quite pleased with Bowles’s sonnet. Hood is, or was, at 
Brighton ; but a note (prose or rhyme) to him, Kobert 
Street, Adelphi, I am sure, would extract a copy of 7m, 
which also I have not seen. Wishing you and yours aU 
health, I conclude while these frail glasses are to me— 
eyes. 0. L. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Letter COOOIII.l January 22, 1830. 

And is it a year since we parted from you at the steps 
of Edmonton stage h There are not now the years that 
there used to be. The tale of the dwindled ago of men, 
reported of successional mankind, is true of the same man 
only. We do not live a year in a year now. ’Tis a 
punctum stms. The seasons pass us with indifference. 
Spring cheers not, nor Winter heightens our gloom; 
Autumn hath foregone its moralities,-— -they are hey-pass 
repass,” as in a show-box. Yet, as far as last year occurs 
back, — ^for they scarce show a reflex now, they make no 
memory as heretofore, — ’twas sufficiently gloomy. Let 
the sullen nothing pass. Suffice it, that after sad spirits, 
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prolonged through, many of its months, as it called them, 
we have cast our skins ; have taken a farewell of the 
pompous, troublesome trifle, called housekeeping, and 
are settled down into poor boarders and lodgers at next 
door with an old couple, the Baucis and Baucida of duU. 
Enfield. Here we have nothing to do with our victuals 
but to eat them ; with the garden but to see it grow ; 
with the tax-gatherer but to hear him knock ; with the 
maid but to hear her scolded. Scot and lot, butcher, 
baker, are things unknown to us, save as spectators of the 
pageant. We are fed we know not how; quietists — con- 
fiding ravens. We have otiumjpro dignitate^ a respectable 
insignificance. Yet in the self-condemned obliviousness, in 
the stagnation, some molesting yearnings of life, not quite 
killed, rise, prompting me that there was a London, and 
that I was of that old Jerusalem. In dreams I am in 
Fleet Market, but I wake and cry to sleep again. I die 
hard, a stubborn Eloisa in this detestable Paraclete. 
What have I gained by health 1 Intolerable dulness. 
What by early hours and moderate meals 1 A total blank. 
0 never let the lying poets be believed, who 'tice men 
from the cheerful haunts of streets, or think they mean 
it not of a country village. In the ruins of Palmyra I 
could gird myself up to solitude, or muse to the snorings 
of the Seven Sleepers ; but to have a little teazing image 
of a town about one ; country folks that do not look like 
country folks ; shops two yards square, half-a-dozen apples, 
and two penn’orth of overlooked ginger-bread, for the lofty 
fruiterers of Oxford Street ; and, for the immortal book 
and print stalls, a circulating library that stands stiU, 
where the show-picture is a last year’s Valentine, and 
whither the fame of the last ten Scotch novels has not yet 
travelled,-— (marry, they just begin to be conscious of the 
Bedgauntlet :) — to have a new plastered flat church, and 
to be wishing that it was but a cathedral ! The very 
blackguards here are degenerate ; the topping gentry, stock- 
brokers ; the passengers too many to insure yo?u: quiet, or 
let you go about whistling or gaping, too few to be the 
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fine indifferent pageants of Fleet Street. Confining, rooni» 
keeping, tliickest Winter, is yet more bearable here than 
the gaudy months. Among one’s books at one’s fire by 
candle, one is soothed into an oblivion that one is not in the 
country; but with the light the green fields return, till I 
gaze, and in a calenture can plunge myself into St. Giles’s. 

0 let no native Londoner imagine that health, and rest, 
and innocent occupation, interchange of converse sweet, and 
recreative study, can make the country anything better 
than altogether odious and detestable ! A garden was 
the primitive prison, till man, with Promethean felicity 
and boldness, luckily sinned himself out of it. Thence 
followed Babylon, Nineveh, Venice, London, haberdashers, 
goldsmiths, taverns, playhouses, satires, epigrams, puns, — 
these all came in on the town part, and the thither side 
of innocence. Man found out inventions. From my den 

1 return you condolence for your decaying sight ; not for 
anything there is to see in the country, but for tlie miss 
of the pleasure of reading a London newspaper. The 
poets are as well to listen to ; anything high may, nay 
must, be read out; you read it to yourself with an 
imaginary auditor ; but the light paragraphs must be glid 
over by the proper eye; mouthing mumbles their gos- 
samery substance. ’Tis these trifles I should mourn in 
fading sight. A newspaper is the single gleam of comfort 
I receive here ; it comes from rich Cathay with tidings of 
mankind. Yet I could not attend to it, read out by the 
most beloved voice. But your eyes do not get worse, I 
gather. 0 for the collyrium of Tobias inclosed in a 
whiting’s liver, to send you with no apocryphal good 
wishes ! The last long time I heard from you, you had 
knocked your head against something. Do not do so ; 
for your head (I do not flatter) is not a knob, or the top 
of a brass nail, or the end of a nine pin,— unless a 
Yulcanian hammer could fairly batter a “ Eecluse ” out of 
it ; then would I bid the snairched god knock and knock 
lustily, the two-handed sMuker. Mary must squeeze out 
a line proprid manu^ but indeed her fingers have been 
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incorrigibly nervous to letter writing for a long interval. 
'Twill pkiise you all to hear, that though I fret like a lion 
in a net, her present health and spirits are better than 
they have been for some time past. She is absolutely 
three years and a half younger, as I tell her, since we 
have adopted this boarding plan. 

Our providers are an honest pair, Dame ■W[estwood] 
and her husband. He, when the light of prosperity 
shined on them, a moderately thriving haberdasher, within 
Bow bells, retired since with something under a compe- 
tence ; writes himself parcel gentleman ; hath borne parish 
offices ; sings fine old sea songs at threescore and ten ; 
sighs only now and then when he thinks that ho has a son 
on his hands, about fifteen, whom he finds a difficulty in 
getting out into the world, and then checks a sigh with 
muttering, as I once heard him prettily, not meaning to 
be heard, “ I have married my daughter, however takes 
the weather as it comes ; outsides it to town in severest 
season 3 and o' winter nights tells old stories not tending to 
literature (how comfortable to author-rid folks 1), and has 
oTte anecdote^ upon which and about forty pounds a year 
he seems to have retired in green old age. It was how 
he was a rider in his youth, travelling for shops, and once 
(not to balk his employer's bargain) on a sweltering day 
in August, rode foaming into Dunstable upon a mad horse, 
to the dismay and expostulatory wonderment of innkeepers, 
ostlers, etc., who declared they would not have bestrid 
the beast to win the Derby. Understand, the creature 
galled to death and desperation by gad-flies, cormorant- 
winged, worse than beset Inachus's daughter. This he 
tells, this he brindles and burnishes on a Winter’s eve 3 
'tis his star of set glory, his rejuvenescence, to descant 
upon. Far from me be it {dii avertant) to look a gift 
story in the mouth, or cruelly to surmise (as those who 
doubt the plunge of Ourtius) that the inseparate con- 
juncture of man and beast, the centaur-phenomenon that 
staggered all Dunstable, might have been the effect of un- 
romantic necessity 3 that the horse-part carried the reason- 
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ing, willy nilly ; that needs must when such a devil drove ; 
that certain spiral configurations in the frame of T[homas] 
W[estwood] unfriendly to alighting, made the alliance 
more forcible than voluntary. Let him enjoy his fame 
for me, nor let me hint a whisper that shall dismount 
Bellerophon. But in case he was an involuntary martyr, 
yet if in the fiery conflict he buckled the soul of a constant 
haberdasher to him, and adopted his flames, let accident 
and him share the glory. You would all like Thomas 
Westwood. How weak is painting to describe a man ! 
Say that he stands four feet and a nail high by his own 
yard measure, which, like the sceptre of Agamemnon, shall 
never sprout again, still you have no adequate idea ; nor 
when I tell you that his dear hump, which I have favoured 
in the picture, seems to me of the buffalo — indicative and 
repository of mild qualities, a budget of kindnesses — still 
you have not the man. Knew you old Horris of the 
Temple 1 sixty years ours and our father’s friend 1 He 
was not more natural to us than this old W., the acquaint- 
ance of scarce more weeks. Under his roof now ought I 
to take my rest, but that back-looking ambition tells me 
I might yet be a Londoner ! Well, if we ever do move, 
we have incumbrances the less to impede us; aU our 
furniture has faded under the auctioneer’s hammer, going 
for nothing, like the tarnished frippery of the prodigal, 
and we have only a spoon or two left to bless us. Olothed 
we came into Enfield, and naked we must go out of it. 
I would live in London, shirtless, bookless. Henry 
Orabb is at Kome ; advices to that effect have reached 
Bury. But by solemn legacy he bequeathed at parting 
(whether he should live or die) a turkey of Suffolk to 
be sent every succeeding Christmas to us and divers 
other friends. What a genuine old bachelor’s action 1 I 
fear he will find the air of Italy too classic. His station 
is in the Harz forest ; his soul is be-Goethed. Miss KeUy 
we never see ; Talfourd not this half-year : the latter 
flourishes, but the exact number of his children (God for- 
give me !) I have utterly forgotten. We single people are 
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often out in our count there. Shall I say two? We 
see scarce anybody. Can I cram loves enough to you all 
in this little 0 1 Excuse particularising. 0. L. 


To BERNABD BARTON. 

Licttee OCCCIY.] February 25, 1830. 

Dear B. B. — To reply to you by return of post, I 
must gobble up my dinner and despatch this in proprid 
persond to the office, to be in time. So take it from me 
hastily, that you are perfectly welcome to furnish A. 0. 
with the scrap, which I had almost forgotten writing. 
The more my character comes to be known, the less my 
veracity will come to be suspected. Time every day clears 
up some suspected narrative of Herodotus, Bruce, and 
others of us great travellers. Why, that Joseph Paice 
was as real a person as Joseph Hume, and a great deal 
pleasanter. A careful observer of life, Bernard, has no 
need to invent. Nature romances it for him. Dinner 
plates rattle, and I positively shall incur indigestion by 
carrying it half concocted to the post-house. Let me 
congratulate you on the Spring coming in, and do you in 
return condole with me on the Winter going out. When 
the old one goes, seldom comes a better. I dread the 
prospect of Summer, with his all-day-long days. No need 
of his assistance to make country places dull. With fire 
and canffie-light I can dream myself in Holbom. With 
lightsome skies shining in to bed-time I can not. This 
Mesech, and these tents of Kedar — I would dwell in the 
skirts of Jericho rather, and think every blast of the 
coming-in mail a ram^s horn. Give me old London at 
fire and plague times, rather than these tepid gales, healthy 
country air, and purposeless exercise. 

Leg of mutton absolutely on the table. 

Take our hasty loves and short farewell. 

VOL. It. 


0. L. 

a 
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To Mrs. HAZLITT. 


Letter COCCV.] March 4, 1880. 

Dear Sarah. — I was meditating to come and see you, 
but i am unable for the walk. We are both very unwell, 
and under affliction for poor Emma, who Inis had a very 
dangerous brain fever, and is lying very ill at Bury, from 
whence I expect a summons to fetch her. We are very 
sorry for your conj&nement. Any books I have are at your 
service. I am almost, I may say quite sure, that letters to 
India pay no postage, and may go by the regular Post 
Office, now in St. Martinis le Grand. I think any receiv- 
ing house would take them. I wish I could confirm your 
hopes about Dick Norris. But it is quite a dremn. Some 
old Bencher of his surname is made Treamr&r for the year, 
I suppose, which is an annual office. Norris was Sub- 
Treasurer, quite a different thing. They were pretty well 
in the Summer; since when we have heard nothing of 
them. 

Mrs. Reynolds is better than she has been for years. 
She is with a disagreeable woman that she has taken a 
mighty fancy to, out of spite to a rival woman she used 
to live and quarrel with. She grows quite /at, they tell 
me, and may live as long as I do, to be a tormenting rent- 
charge to my diminished income. We go on pretty com- 
fortably in our new place. I will come and have a talk 
with you when poor Emma's affair is settled, and will 
bring books. At present I am weak, and could hardly 
bring my legs home yesterday after a much shorter stroll 
than to Northaw. Mary has got her bonnet on for a 
short e:q)e(iition. May you get better, as the Spring 
comes on. She sends her best lo'\’‘e 

With mina 0. L. 

Mrs. Hazlitt, 

Mrs. Tomlinson’s, 

Northaw, near Potter’s Bar, Herta 
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To Key. JAMES GILLMATT. 

Lettbb OCOCVL] March 8, 1830. 

My dear G. — Your friend Battin (for I knew him 
immediately by the smooth satinity of his style) must 
excuse me for advocating the cause of his friends in Spital- 
fields. The fact is, I am retained by the Norwich 
people, and have already appeared in their paper under 
the signatures of “Lucius Sergius,” “Bluff,” “Broad- 
Oloth,” “NO’trade-to-the-WcoUen-Trade,” “Anti-plush,” 
etc., in defence of druggets and long cambists. And 
without this pre-engagement, I feel I should naturally 

have chosen a side opposite to , for in the silken 

seemiugness of his nature there is that which offends me. 
My ffesh tingles at such caterpillars. He shall not crawl 
me over. Let him and his workmen sing the old burthen, 

“ Heigh ho, ye weavers 1” 

for any aid I shall offer them in this emergency. I was 
over St. Luke’s the other day with my friend Tuthill, and 
mightily pleased with one of his contrivances for the 
comfort and amelioration of the students. They have 
double cells, in which a pair may lie feet to feet horizon- 
tally, and chat the time away as rationally as they can. 
It must certainly be more sociable for them these warm 
raving nights. The right-hand truckle in one of these 
friendly recesses, at present vacant, was preparing, I un- 
derstood, for Mr. Irving. Poor fellow 1 it is time he 
removed from Pentonville. I followed him as far as to 
Highbury the other day, with a mob at his heels, calling 
out upon Ermigiddon, who I suppose is some Scotch 
moderator. He squinted out his favourite eye last Friday, 
in the fmy of possession, upon a poor woman’s shoulders 
that was crying matches, and has not missed it. The 
companion truck, as far as I could measure it with my 
eye, would conveniently fit a person about the length of 
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Coleridge, allowing for a reasonable drawing np of the 
feet, not at all painful. Does he talk of moving this 
quarter ? You and I have too much sense to trouble our- 
selves with revelations; marry, to the same in Greek 
you may have something professionally to say. Tell 0. 
that he was to come and see us some fine day. Let it be 
before he moves, for in his new quarters ho will necessarily 
be confined in his conversation to his brother prophet 
Conceive the two Kabbis foot to foot, for there are no 
Gamaliels there to affect an humbler posture I All are 
masters in that Patmos, where the law is perfect equality ; 
Latmos I should rather say, for they will be Luna’s twin 
darlings ; her affection will be ever at the full. Well ; 
keep youT brains moist with gooseberry this mad March, 
for the devil of exposition seeketh dry places. 

0. L. 


To WILLIAM AYRTON. 

Lettbk OOOOYIL] ifr. Westwood^ Chas^ Sidt^ 

Ma/rch 14, 1880. 

My dear Ayrton — Your letter, which was only not 
so pleasant as your appearance would have been, has revived 
some old images, — Phillips (not the Colonel), with his 
few hairs bristling up at the charge of a revoke, which 
he declares impossible ; the old Captain’s significant nod 

over the right shoulder (was it nofl); Mrs. B ’s 

determined questioning of the score, after the game mm 
absolutely gone to the d — ^1; the plain but hospitable 
cold boiled-beef suppers at sideboard : all which fancies, 
redolent of middle age and strengthful spirits, come across 
us ever and anon in this vale of deliberate senectitude, 
ycleped Enfield. 

You imagine a deep ^ilf between you and us ; and 
there is a pitable hiatus in hind between St. James’s 
Park and this extremity of Middlesex. But the mere 
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distance in turnpike roads is a trifle, fhe roof of a 
coach swings you down in an hour or two. We have a 
sure hot joint on a Sunday ; and when had we better ? 

I suppose you know that ill health has obliged us to give 
up housekeeping ; but we have an asylum at the very 
next door (only twenty-four inches further from town, 
which is not material in a country expedition), where a 
table d^Mte is kept for us, without trouble on our parts, 
and we adjourn after dinner, when one of the old world 
(old friends) drops casually down among us. Come and 
find us out ; and seal our judicious change with your 
approbation, whenever the whim bites, or the sun prompts. 
No need of announcement, for we are sure to be at 
home. 

I keep putting off the subject of my answer. In truth 
I am not in spirits at present to see Mr. Murray on such 
a business ; but pray offer him my acknowledgments, and 
an assurance that I should like at least one of his pro- 
positions, as I have so much additional matter for the 
Sfjsoimens as might make two volumes in all ; or one 
(new edition), omitting such better-known authors as 
Beaumont and Fletcher, Jonson, etc. 

But we are both in trouble at present. A very dear 
young friend of ours, who passed her Christmas holidays 
here, has been taken dangerously ill with a fever, from 
which she is very precariously recovering, and I expect a 
summons to fetch her when she is well enough to bear the 
journey from Bury. It is Emma Isola, with whom we 
got acquainted at our first visit to your sister at Cam- 
bridge, and she has been an occasional inmate with us 
(and of late years much more frequently) ever since 
While she is in this danger, and till she is out of it, and 
here in a prol)able way to recovery, I feel that I have no 
spirits for an engagement of any kind. It has been a 
terrible shock to us ; therefore I beg that you wiU make 
my handsomest excuses to Mr. Murray. 

Our very kindest loves to Mrs. A. and the younger A.’b. 

Your imforgotten, 0. Lamb. 
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To Mbs, WILLIAMS. 

Letter CCCCVIII.] Enfield, April 2, 1830. 

Dear Madam — I have great pleasure in letting you 
know Miss Isola has suffered very little from fatigue on 
her long journey. I am ashamed to say that I came 
home rather the more tired of the two ; but I am a very 
unpractised traveller. We found my sister very well in 
health, only a little impatient to see her ; and after a few 
hysterical tears for gladness, all was comfortable again. 
We arrived here from Epping between five and six. 

The incidents of our journey were trifling, but you 
bade us tell them. We had then in the coach a rather 
talkative gentleman, but very civil all the way ; and took 
up a servant maid at Stortford going to a sick mistress. 
To the latter a participation in the hospitalities of your 
nice rusks and sandwiches proved agreeable, as it did to 
my companion, who took merely a sip of tlie weakest wine 
and water with them. The fonner engaged me in a dis- 
course for full twenty miles, on the probable advantages 
of steam carriages, which, being merely problematical, I 
bore my part in with some credit, in spite of my totally 
un-engineer-like faculties. But wlieii, somewliere about 
Stanstead, he put an unfortunate question to me, as to 
“ the probability of its turning out a good turnip season,'* 
and when I, who am stiU less of an agriculturist than a 
steam philosopher, not knowing a turnip from a potato 
ground, innocently made answer, ‘‘ I believe it depends 
very much upon boiled legs of mutton,” my unlucky reply 
set Miss Isola a laughing to a degree that disturbed her 
tranquillity for the only moment in our jounH‘.y. I am 
afraid my credit sank very low with my other fellow- 
traveller, who had thought he had met with a 
informed poBseng&r, which is an accident so desirable in 
a stage coach. We were rather less communicative, but 
stiU friendly, the rest of the way. 
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How L employed myself between Epping and Enfield, 
the poor verses in the front of my paper may inform you, 
which you may please to christen an ‘‘Acrostic in a Cross 
Road,” and which I wish were worthier of the lady they 
refer to ; but I trust you will plead my pardon to her on 
a subject so delicate as a lady’s good name. Your candour 
must acknowledge that they are written straight. And 
now, dear Madam, I have left myself hardly space to 
express my senj^e of the friendly reception I found at 
Fornham. Mr. Williams will tell you that we had the 
pleasure of a slight meeting with him on the road, where 
I could almost have told him, but that it seemed un- 
gracious, that such had been your hospitality, that I 
scarcely missed the good master of the family at Fornham, 
though heartily I should have rejoiced to have made a 
little longer acquaintance with him. I will say nothing 
of our deeper obligations to both of you, because I think 
we agreed at Fornham that gratitude may be over- 
exacted on the part of the obliging, and over-expressed 
on the part of the obliged person. 

My sister and Miss Isola join in respects to Mr. 
Williams and yourself. Miss Isola will have the pleasure 
of writing to you next week, and we shall hope at your 
leisure to hear of your own health, etc. 

I am, dear Madam, with great respect, your obliged 

Charles Lamb. 


Lkiter OUOOIX.] JSnfieldf Good Friday, 1880. 

Dear Madam — I do assure you that your verses gratified 
me very much, and my sister is quite provd of them. 
For the firat time in my life I congratulated myself upon 
the shortness and meanness of my name. Had it been 
Schwartzenberg or Esterhazy, it would have put you to 
some puzzle. I am afraid I shall sicken you of acrostics, 
but this last was written to order. I beg you to have 
inserted in your county paper something like this adver- 
tisement : “ To the nobility, gentry, and others, about 
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Bury, — 0. Larob respectfully informs bis friends and the 
public in general, that he is leaving off business in the 
acrostic line, as he is going into an entirely new line. 
Kebuses and Charades done as usual, and upon the old 
terms. Also, Epitaphs to suit the memory of any person 
deceased.” 

I thought I had adroitly escaped the rather uripliable 
name of Williams,” curtailing your poor (laughters to 
their proper surnames ; but it seems you would not let 
me off so easily. If these trifles amuse you, I am paid. 
Though really ^tis an operation too much like — “ A, apple- 
pie; B, bit it.” To make amends, I request leave to 
lend you the ‘^Excursion,” and to recommend, in par- 
ticular, the “ Churchyard Stories,” — in the seventh book, 
I think. They will strengthen the tone of your mine! 
after its weak diet on acrostics. 

Miss Isola is writing, and will tell you that we are 
going on very comfortably. Her sister is just come. 
She blames my last verses, as being more written on Mr. 
Williams than on yourself ; but how should I have parted 
whom a Superior Power has brought together ? I beg you 
will jointly accept of our best respects, and pardon your 
obsequious if not troublesome correspondent, C. L. 

F,8 . — I am the worst folder-up of a letter in the 
world, except certain Hottentots, in the land of Caifre, 
who never fold up their letters at all, writing very badly 
upon skins, etc. 

To EGBERT SOUTHEY. 

Lettek COCCX.] May 10, 1880. 

Dear Southey — ^My friend Hone, whom you would 
like for a friend, I found deeply impressed with your 
generous notice of him in your beautiful Ltfe of Bunyan, 
which I am just now full of. He has written to you for 
leave to publish a certain good-natured letter, I write not 
this to enforce his request, for we are fully aware that the 
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refusal of such publication would be quite consistent with 
all that is good in your character. Neither he nor I 
expect it from you, nor exact it ; but if you would consent 
to it, you would oblige me by it, as well as him. He is 
just now in a critical situation : kind friends have opened 
a coffee-house for him in the City, but their means have 
not extended to the purchase of coffee-pots, credit for 
Reviews, newspapers, and other paraphernalia. So I am 
sitting in the skeleton of a possible divan. What right 
I have to interfere, you best know. Look on me as a dog 
who went once temporarily insane, and bit you, and now 
begs for a crust. Will you set your wits to a dog 1 

Our object is to open a subscription, which my friends 
of the Ttmes are most willing to forward for him, but 
think that a leave from you to publish would aid it. 

But not an atom of respect or kindness will or shall it 
abate in either of us if you decline it. Have this strongly 
in your mind. 

Those Every-Day and Table Books will be a treasure 
a hundred years hence, but they have failed to make 
Hone’s fortune. 

Here his wife and all his children are about me, gaping 
for coffee customers ; but how should they come in, seeing 
no pot boiling 1 

Enough of Hone. I saw Coleridge a day or two since. 
He has had some severe attack, not paralytic ; but if I had 
not heard of it I should not have found it out. He looks, 
and especially speaks, strong. How are all the Words- 
worths and all the Southeys 1 whom I am obliged to you if 
you have not brought up haters of the name of C. Lamb. 

have gone lately into the acrostic line. I find 
genius (such as I had) declines with me, but I get clever. 
t)o you know anybody that wants charades, or such things, 
for Albums 1 I do ’em at so much a sheet. Perhaps an 
epigram (not a very happy-gram) I did for a school-boy 
y ester tl ay may amuse. I pray Jove he may not get a 
flogging for any false quantity; but ’tis, with one exception, 
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the only Latin verses I have made for forty years ; and I did 
it “to order.” 

OUIQUE SUUM. 

Adsciscit sibi divitias et opes alienas 

Fur, rapieus, spolians quod mihi, quodque tibi, 

Propriuin erat, teiniieiis haec verba, meuiuque tuumque ; 

Omne suum est : tandem cuique sunm tribuit : 

Bat resti collum ; vestes, vab ! carniflci dat ; 

Sese Biabolo : sic bene, Cuique aunm. 

I write from Hone’s ; therefore Mary cannot send her 
love to Mrs. Southey, but I do. 

Yours ever, 0. L. 

To Mr. MOXON. 

Letter CCCOXT.] 12, 1880. 

Dear M. — I dined with your and my Kogers, at Mr. 
Cary’s, yesterday. Cary consulted me on the proper 
bookseller to ojffer a lady’s MS. novel to. I said I would 
write to ^ou. But I wish you would call on tho translator 
of Dante, at the British Museum, and talk with him. 
Ho is the pleasantest of clergymen. I told him of all 
Rogers’s handsome behaviour to you, and you are already 
no stranger. Go I I made Rogers laugh about your 
nightingale Sonnet, not having heard one. ’Tis a good 
sonnet, notwithstanding. You shall have the books 
shortly. 0. L. 

To Dr, ASBURY. 

Letter OCCCXII. ] [Mai/ 1880.] 

Dear Sir — Some draughts and boluses have been 
brought here which we conjecture were meant for the 
young lady whom you saw this morning, though they are 
labelled for 

Miss ISOLA LAMB. 

No such person is known on tixe Chase Side, and she is 
fearful of takiag medicines which may have been made 
up for another patient. She begs me to say that she 
was bom an Isola and christened Emma, Moreover 
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that she is Italian by birth, and that her ancestors were 
from Isola Bella (Fair Island) in the kingdom of Naples. 
She has never changed her name and rather mournfully 
adds that she has no prospect at present of doing so. 
She is literally I. SOLA, or single, at present. Therefore 
she begs that the obnoxious monosyllable may be omitted 
on future Phials, — an innocent syllable enough, you’ll say, 
but she has no claim to it. It is the bitterest pill of the 
seven you have mit her. When a lady loses her good 
name, what is to become of her ? Well she must swallow 
it as well m she can, but begs the dose may not be repeated. 

Yours faithfully, Charles Lamb (not Isola). 

To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

IjETTKU CCOCXIII.l Friday^ May 14, 1830. 

Dear Novello— Mary hopes you have not forgot you 
are to spend a day with us on Wednesday. That it may 
bo a long one, cannot you secure places now for Mrs. 
Novollo, yourself, and the Clarkes? We have just table- 
room for four. Five make my good landlady fidgety; 
six, to begin to fret ; seven, to approximate to fever-point. 
But, seriously, we shall prefer four to two or three. We 
shall have from half-past ten to six, when the coach goes 
off, to scent the country. And pray write now, to say 
you do so come, for dear Mrs. Westwood else will be on 
the tenters of incertitude. 0. L. 

Vincent Novallo, Esq., 

66, (Iroat Queen Street, Lincoln’s-Inn Fields. 

To Mr. hone. 


Lkitkk GCOCXl V. ] May 21 , 1830. 

Bear Hone — I thought you would be pleased to see 
this letter. Pray, if you have time, to call on NoveUo, 
No. 66, Great Queen St. I am anxious to learn whether 
he received his Album I sent on Friday by our nine o’clock 
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morning stage. If not, beg him inquire at the Old Bell, 
Holborn. Charles Lamb. 

Southey will see in the Times all we proposed omitting 
is omitted. 

To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Letter CCOCXY.] May 1830. 

Dear N. — Pray write immediately to say “ The book 
has come safe.” I am anxious, not so much for the 
autographs, as for that bit of the hair-brush. I enclose 
a cinder which belonged to Shield, when he was poor, 
and lit his own fires. Any memorial of a great musical 
genius, I know, is acceptable ; and Shield has his merits, 
though Clementi, in my opinion, is far above him in the 
Sostenuto. Mr. Westwood desires his compliments, and 
begs to present you with a nail that came out of Jomelli’s 
cofiin, who is buried at Naples. 0. Lamb. 

To Mrs. HAZLITT. 

Letter CCOOXYL] May 24, 1880. 

Mary’s love 1 Yes. Mary Lamb is quite well. 

Enfield, Eedwday. 

Dear Sarah — I found my way to Northaw on Thurs- 
day, and saw a very good woman behind a counter, who 
says also that you are a very good lady. I did not accept 
her offered glass of wine (home-made, I take it), but 
craved a cup of ale, with which I seasoned a slice of cold 
lamb, from a sandwich box, which I ate in her back- 
parlour, and proceeded for Berkhampstead, etc . ; lost my- 
self over a heath, and had a day’s pleasure. I wish you 
could walk as I do, and as you used to do. I am sorry 
to find you are so poorly ; and, now I have found my way, 
I wish you back at Goody Tomlinson’s. What a pretty 
village ’tis ! I should have come sooner, but was waiting a 
summons to Bury. Well, it came ; and I found the good 
parson’s lady (he was from home) exceedingly hospitable. 
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Poor Emma, the first moment we were alone, took me 
into a corner, and said, “ Now, pray, don't drinh ; do check 
yourself after dinner, for my sake, and when we get home 
to Enfield you shall drink as much as ever you please, 
and I won't say a word about it." How I behaved, you 
may guess, when I tell you that Mrs. Williams and I 
have written acrostics on each other, and she hoped that 
she should liavo no reason to regret Miss Isola's recovery, 
by its depriving her of our begun correspondence." Emma 
stayed a month with us, and has gone back (in tolerable 
he^th) to her long home, for sAe comes not again for a 
twelvemonth. I amused Mrs. Williams with an occur- 
rence on our road to Enfield. We travelled with one of 
those troublesome fellow-passengers in a stage coach, that 
is called a wclhinform'd man. For twenty miles we 
discoursed about the properties of steam, probabilities of 
carriage by ditto, till all my science, and more than all, 
was exhausted, and I was thinking of escaping my torment 
by getting up on the outside, when, getting into Bishops 
Stortford, my gentleman, spying some farming land, put 
an unlucky question to me: “What sort of a crop of 
turnips do you think we shall have this year ? ” Emma's 
eyes turned to me, to know what in the world I could 
have to say ; and she burst into a violent fit of laughter, 
maugre her pale, serious cheeks, when, with the greatest 
pavity, I replied, that “ it depends, I believe, upon boiled 
lep of mutton." This clenched our conversation; and 
my gentleman, with a face half wise, half in scorn, troubled 
us with no more conversation, scientific or philosophical, 
for the remainder of our journey. Ayrton was here yes- 
terday, and as learned to the Ml as my fellow-traveller. 
What a pity that he will spoil a wit and a devilish pleasant 
fellow (as he is) by wisdom. He talked on music, and 
by having read Hawkins and Burney recently, I was 
enabled to talk of names, and show more knowledge than 
he had auspectod I possessed ; and in the end he begged 
me to shape my thoughts upon paper, which I did after 
he was gone, and sent him. 
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FREE THOUGHTS ON SOME EMINENT COMPOSERS. 

Some cry up Haydn, some Mozart, 

Just as the whim bites. For my part, 

I do not care a farthing candle 
For either of them, or for Handel, etc. 

Martin Burney is as good and as odd as ever. We 
had a dispute about the word “heir,’' which I contended 
was pronounced like “ air.” He said that might be in 
common parlance ; or that we might so use it, speaking 
of the “ Heir at Law,” a comedy ; but that in the law 
courts it was necessary to give it a full aspiration, and to 
say Hayer; he thought it might even vitiate a cause, if 
a counsel pronounced it otherwise. In conclusion, he 
“would consult Serjeant Wilde;” who gave it against 
him. Sometimes he falleth into the water ; sometimes 
into the fixe. He came down here, and insisted on reading 
Virgil’s “ Eneid ” all through with me (which he did,) 
because a Counsel must know Latin, imother time he 
read out all the Gospel of St. John, because Biblical 
quotations are very emphatic in a Court of Justice. A 
third time he would carve a fowl, which he did very iU- 
favouredly, because “ we did not know how indispensable 
it was for a barrister to do all those tilings well- — those 
little things were of more consequence than we supposed.” 
So he goes on, harassing about the way to prosperity, and 
losing it ; with a long head, but somewhat a wrong one — 
harum-scarum. Why does not his guardian angel look to 
him 1 He deserves one : may be, he has tired him out. 

I am tired with this long scrawl, but I thought in 
your exile you might like a letter. Commend me to all 
the wonders in Derbyshire; and teU the devil I humbly 
kiss my — hand to him. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 

London^ May 24, 1880. 

Mrs. Hazlitt, 

Mr. Brooiiihead^s, 

St Anne’s Square, Buxton. 
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Lbttbe COCOXVII.] Jn,ne 3, 1830. 

Deiir Sarah — I named your thought about William 
to his father, who expressed such horror and aversion to 
the idea of his singing in public, that I cannot meddle in 
it directly or indirectly. Ayrton is a kind fellow ; and if 
you chuse to consult him by letter, or otherwise, he will 
give you the beat advice, I am sure, very readily. I have 
no douht that M. Burney's objection to interfering was 
the same luUh mine.. With thanks for your pleasant long 
letter, which is not that of an invalid, and sympathy for 
your sad sufferings, ' 

I remain, in haste. Yours truly. 

[No Signature.] 

Mary’s kindest love. 

Mi’h. Hazlitt, at Mr. Brooinhoad’a, 

St. Anne’s Square, Buxton. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Le'cter COOOXVIIL] EnfieU, June 17, 1830. 

I hereby inipower Matilda Hone to superintend daily 
the putting into the twopenny post the Times newspaper 
of the day before, directed “ Mr. Lamb, Enfield,” which 
shall be held a full and sufficient direction; the said 
insertion to commence on Monday morning next. And I 
do engage to pay to William Hone, Coffee and Hotel Man, 
the quartcsrly sum of £1, to be paid at the ordinary Quarter 
days, or thereabout, for the reversion of the said paper, 
commencing with the 24th inst,, or Feast of John the 
Baptist i the intervening days to be held and considered 
as nothing. C. Lamb. 

Vivant Coffee, Ooffee-potque 1 
Mr. Hone, 

Coffee-house and Hotel, 

IS, Graoechurch Street, London. 
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Letter CCCOXIX.] J'u.m 28, 1830. 

Dear B. B. — Could you dream of my publishing 
without sending a copy to you? You will find some- 
thing new to you in the volume, particularly the 
translations. Moxon will send to you the moment it 
is out. He is the young poet of ChriBtmm, whom the 
Author of the “Pleasures of Memory” has set up in 
the book-vending business with a volunteer'd loan of 
£500. Such munificence is rare to an almost stranger ; 
but Rogers, I am told, has done many good-natured 
things of this kind. 

I need not say how glad to see A. K. and Lucy 
we should have been, — and still shall be, if it be 
practicable. Our direction is Mr. Westwood^ Chase 
Side, Enfield j but alas I know not theirs. We can 
give them a bed. Coaches come daily from the Boll, 
Holborn. 

You will see that I am worn to the poetical dregs, 
condescending to acrostics, which are nine fathom beneath 
album verses ] but they were written at the request of 
the lady where our Emma is, to whom I paid a visit in 
April to bring home Emma for a change of air after 
a severe illness, in which she had been treated like a 
daughter by the good Parson and his whole family. 
She has since returned to her occupation. I thought 
on you in Suffolk, but was forty miles from Wood- 
bridge. I heard of you the other day from Mr. 
Pulham of the India House. 

Long live King William the IVth ! 

S. T. C. says we have had wicked kings, foolish kings, 
wise kings, good kings (but few), but never till now have 
we had a blackguard king. 
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Chaxles the Second was profligate, but a gentleman. 

I have nineteen letters to dispatch this leisure Sabbath 
for Moxon to send with copies ; so you will forgive me 
short measure, and believe me, 

Yours ever, C. L. 

Pray do let us see your Quakeresses if possible. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Letter CCCOXX.] July 1, 1830. 

Pray let Matilda keep my newspapers till you hear 
from me, as we are meditating a town residence. 

C. Lamb. 

Let her keep them as the apple of her eye. 

Mr. Hone, 

18 , Gracechurch Street. 


To Mrs. RICKMAN. 

Letter CCCCXXL] [Undated, and no post-mark.] 

Enjield [1830]. 

Dear Mrs. Rickman — I beg your acceptance of a little 
Volume, which may amuse either of your young Ladies. 
It pretends to no high flights, and may lie about with 
albums, shells, and such knick nacks. Will you re-give, 
or lend me, by the bearer, the one Volume of Juvenile 
Poetry 1 I have tidings of a second at Brighton. If the 
two tally, we may some day play a hand at old Whist, 
^vllo shall have hath. 

With best regards to you all, yours ever, 

0. Lamb. 

Any little commissions in the Book line from Mr. 
you IL T 
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Rickman, or any of your friends, will be most punctually 
attended to by my friend the Publisher, 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lettih CCCCXXIL] Augim 30, 1830. 

Dear B. B, — My address is 34, Southampton Build- 
ings, Holborn, For God's sake do not let me be pester'd 
with Annuals. They are all rogues who edit them, and 
something else who write in them. I am still done, 
and very much out of sorts, and cannot spur up my 
mind to writing. The sight of one of those yeax books 
makes me sick. I get nothing by any of 'em, not even 
a copy. 

Thank you for your warm interest about my little 
volume, for the critics on which I care the five Imndred 
thousandth part of the tythe of a half-farthing. I am 
too old a Militant for that. How noble, the', in Robert 
Southey to come forward for an old friend, who had 
treated him so unworthily I 

Moxon has a shop without customers, I a book without 
readers. But what a clamour against a poor collection 
of Album verses, as if we had put forth an Epic ! I 
cannot scribble a long letter : I am, when not on foot, 
very desolate, and take no interest in anything, scarce 
hate anything but Annuals. I am ih an interregnum of 
thought and feeling. What a beautiful Aiitumti morning 
this is, if it was but with me as in times past when the 
candle of the Lord shined round me I I cannot even 
muster enthusiasm to admire the French heroism. In 
better times I hope we may some day meet, and discuss 
an old poem or two. But if you'd have me not sick, no 
more of Annuals. 0, L., Ex-Elia. 


Love to Lucy and A. K, always. 
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To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Lbttee CCCOXXIII.] NovemUr 8, 1830. 

Tears are for lighter griefs. Man weeps the doom 
That seals a single victim to the tomb. 

But when Death riots, when with whelming sway 
Destruction sweeps a family away j 
When Infancy and Youth, a huddled mass, 

All in an instant to oblivion pass, 

And Parent hopes are crush’d : what lamentation 
Can reach the depth of such a desolation h 
Look upward, Feeble Ones ! look up, and trust, 

That He, who lays this mortal frame in dust, 

Still hath the immortal Spirit in His keeping. 

In Jesus’ sight they are not dead, but sleeping. 

Dear N., will these lines do 'I I despair of better. 
Poor Mary is in a deplorable state here at Enfield. 

Love to all, C. Lamb. 


To Mr. MOXON. 

Letter OCCCXXIY.] November 12, 1830. 

Dear Moxon — I have brought my sister to Enfield, 
being sure that she had no hope of recovery in London. 
Her state of mind is deplorable beyond any example. I 
almost fear whether she has strength at her time of life 
ever to get out of it. Here she must be nursed, and 
neither see nor hear of anything in the world out of her 
sick chamber. The mere hearing that Southey had 
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called at our lodgings totally upset her. Pray see him, 
or hear of him at Mr. Kickman’s, and excuse my not 
writing to him. I dare not write or receive a letter in 
her presence ; every little talk so agitates her. Westwood 
will receive any letter for me, and give it me privately. 

Pray assure Southey of my kindliest feelings towards 
him ; and if you do not see him, send this to him. 

Kindest remembrances to your sister, and believe me 
ever yours, 0. Lamb. 

Eemember me kindly to the AUsops. 


To GEOKGE DYEK. 

Lettbe CCCCXXV. ] Decembm- 20, 1830. 

Dear Dyer — I should have written before to thank 
you for your kind letter, written with your own hand. 
It glads us to see your writing. It will give you pleasure 
to hear that after so much illness we are in tolerable 
health and spirits once more. Poor Enfield, that has 
been so peaceable hitherto, has caught the inflammatory 
fever;’ the tokens are upon her; and a gi'eat fire was 
blaming last night in the barns and haystacks of a farmer, 
about half a mile from us. Where will these things end 1 
There is no doubt of its being the work of some ill-dis- 
posed rustic ; but how is he to be discovered 1 They go 
to work in the dark with strange chemical preparations, 
unknown to our forefathers. There is not even a dark 
lantern, to have a chance of detecting these Guy Fauxes. 
We are past the iron age, and are got into the fiery age, 
undreamed of by Ovid. You are lucky in Olififord^s Inn, 
where I think you have few ricks or stacks worth the 
burning. Pray, keep as little com by you as you can for 
fear of the worst. It was never good times in England 
since the poor began to speculate upon their condition. 
Formerly they jogged on with as little reflection as horses. 
The whistling ploughman went cheek by jowl with his 
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brother that neighed. Now the biped carries a box of 
phosphorus in his leather breeches, and in the dead of 
night the half-illuminated beast steals his magic potion 
into a cleft in a barn, and half the country is grinning 
with new fires. Farmer Graystock said something to the 
touchy rustic, that he did not relish, and he writes his 
distaste in flames. What a power to intoxicate his crude 
brains, just muddlingly awake to perceive that something 
is wrong in the social system, — what a hellish faculty 
above gunpowder ! Now the rich and poor are fairly 
pitted. We shall see who can hang or burn fastest. It 
is not always revenge that stimulates these kindlings. 
There is a love of exerting mischief. Think of a disre- 
spected clod that was trod into earth, that was nothing, 
on a sudden by damned arts refined into an exterminating 
angel, devouring the fruits of the earth and their growers 
in a mass of fire ; what a new existence 1 What a tempta- 
tion above Lucifer’s 1 Would Clod be anything but a 
clod if he could resist iti Why, here was a spectacle 
last night for a whole country, a bonfire visible to London, 
alarming her guilty towers, and shaking the Monument 
with an ague fit, all done by a little vial of phosphor in 
a clown’s fob. How he must grin, and shake his empty 
noddle in clouds 1 The Vulcanian epicure ! Alas 1 can 
we ring the bells backward Can we unlearn the arts 
that pretend to civilise, and then burn the world ^ There 
is a march of science ; but who shall beat the drums for 
its retreat 1 Who shall persuade the boor that phosphor 
will not ignite 1 Seven goodly stacks of hay, with corn- 
barns proportionable, lie smoking ashes and chaff, which 
man and beast would sputter out and reject like those 
apples of asphaltes and bitumen. The food for the in- 
habitants of earth will quickly disappear. Hot rolls may 
say, Fuimus panes, fuit quartern-loaf, et ingens gloria 
apple-pasty-orum.” That the good old munching system 
may last thy time and mine, good un-incendiary George, 
is the devout prayer of thine, 

To the last crust. 


0. Lamb. 
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Lettie CCCOXXVL] February 22, 18S1. 

Deax Dyer — ^Mr. Rogers, and Mr. Rogers’s friends, 
are perfectly assured that you never inteuded any harm 
by an innoeent couplet, and that in the revivification of it 
by blundering Barker you had no hand whatever. To 
imagine that at this time of day Rogers broods over a 
fantastic expression of more than thirty years* standing, 
would be to suppose him indulging his “Pleasures of 
Memory ** with a vengeance. You never penned a line 
which for its own sake you need, dying, wish to blot. 
You mistake your heart if you think you can write a 
lampoon. Your whips are rods of roses. Your spleen 
has ever had for its object vices, not the vicious ; abstract 
offences, not the concrete sinner. But you are sensitive, 
and wince as much at the consdousness of having com- 
mitted a compliment, as another man would at the 
perpetration of an affront. But do not lug me into the 
same soreness of conscience with yourself. I maintain, 
and will to the last hour, that I never writ of you but 
con amove ; that if any allusion was made to your near- 
sightedness, it was not for the purpose of mocking an 
icdrmity, but of connecting it with scholar-like habits : 
for is it not erudite and scholarly to be somewhat near of 
sight before age naturally brings on the malady ? You 
could not then plead the ohrepens smedm. Did I not 
moreover make it an apology for a certain which 

some of our friends may have experienced, when you have 
not on a sudden made recognition of them in a casual 
street-meeting'? And did I not strengthen your excuse 
for this slowness of recognition, by further acjoounting 
morally for the present engagement of your mind in 
worthy objects '? Did I not, in your person, make the 
handsomest apology for absent-of-mind people that was 
ever maded If these things be not so, I nevOT knew 
what I wrote, or meant by my writing, and have been 
penning libels all my life without being aware of it 
Does it follow that I should have exprest myself exactly 
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in the same way of those dear old eyes of yours now^ now 
that Father Time has conspired with a hard task-master 
to put a last extinguisher upon them I should as soon 
have insulted the Answerer of Salmasius when he awoke 
up from his ended task and saw no more with mortal 
vision. But you are many films removed yet from 
Milton’s calamity. You write perfectly intelligibly. 
Marry, the letters are not all of the same size or tallness ; 
but that only shows your proficiency in the hxmds^ text, 
german-hand, court-hand, sometimes law-hand, and affords 
variety. You pen better than you did a twelvemonth 
ago ; and if you continue to improve, you bid fair to win 
the golden pen which is the prize at your young gentle- 
men’s academy. But you must beware of Yalpy, and 
his printing-house, that hazy cave of Trophonius, out of 
which it was a mercy that you escaped with a glimmer. 
Beware of MSS. and Varise Lectiones. Settle the text 
for once in your mind, and stick to it. You have some 
years’ good sight in you yet, if you do not tamper with 
it. It is not for you (for m I should say) to go poring 
into Greek contractions, and star-gazing upon slim Hebrew 
points. We have yet the sight 

Of sun, and moon, and star, throughout the year, 

And man and woman. 

You have vision enough to discern Mrs. Dyer from the 
other comely gentlewoman who lives up at staircase No. 
5 ; or, if you should make a blunder in the twilight, 
Mrs. Dyer has too much good sense to be jealous for a 
mere effect of imperfect optics. But don’t try to write 
the Lord’s Prayer, Creed, and Ten Commandments in 
the compass of a half-penny j nor run after a midge, or a 
mote, to catch it 3 and leave off hunting for needles in 
bundles of hay, for all these things strain the eyes. The 
snow is six feet deep in some parts here. I must put on 
jack-boots to get at the Post-Office with this. It is not 
good for weak eyes to pore upon snow too much. It lies 
in drifts. I wonder what its drift is ; only that it makes 
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good pancakes, remind Mrs. Dyer. It turns a pretty 
green world into a white one. It glares too much for an 
innocent colour inethinks. I wonder why you think I 
dislike gilt edges. They set o& a letter marvellously. 
Yoiu's, for instance, looks for sll the world like a tablet 
of curious hieroglyphics in a gold frame. But don’t go 
and lay this to your eyes. You always wrote hiero- 
glyphically, yet not to come up to the mystical notations 
and conjuring characters of Dr. Parr. You never wrote 
what I call a schoolmaster’s hand, like Mrs. Clarke ; nor 
a woman’s hand, like Southey ; nor a missal hand, like 
Person; nor an all-of-the-wrong-side sloping hand, like 
Miss Hayes ; nor a dogmatic, Mede-and-Persian, peremf)- 
tory hand, like Eickman ; but you ever wrote what I call 
a Grecian’s hand ; what the Grecians write (or used) at 
Christ’s Hospital ; such as Whalley would have admired, 
and Boyer have applauded, but Smith or Atwood (writing- 
masters) would have horsed you for. Your boy-of-genius 
hand and your mercantile hand are various. By your 
flourishes, I should think you never learned to make 
eagles or corkscrews, or flourish the governors’ names in 
the writing-school ; and by the tenour and cut of your 
letters, I suspect you were never in it at all. By the 
length of this scrawl you will think I have a design upon 
your optics ; but I have writ as large as I could, out of 
respect to them ; too large, indeed, for beauty. Mine is 
a sort of deputy Grecian’s hand ; a little better, and more 
of a worldly hand, than a Grecian’s, but still remote from 
the mercantfle. I don’t know how it is, but I keep my 
rank in fancy stiU since school-days. I can never forget 
I was a deputy Grecian ! And writing to you, or to 
Coleridge, besides affection, I feel a reverential deference 
as to Grecians stiH. I keep my soaring way above tho 
Great Erasmians, yet far beneath the other. Alas 1 what 
am I now? What is a LeadenhaU clerk, or India 
pensioner, to a deputy Grecian ? How art thou fallen, 
0 Lucifer I Just room for our loves to Mrs. D., etc. 

0. Lamb. 
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To Rev. H. F. GARY. 

Letter CCOOXXVII.] April 13, 1831. 

Dear C. — I am daily for this week expecting Words- 
worth, who will not name a day. I have been expecting 
him by months and by weeks ; but he has reduced the 
hope within the seven fractions hebdomadal of this heb- 
doma. Therefore I am sorry I cannot see you on Thurs- 
day. I think vithin a week or two I shall be able to 
invite myself some day for a day, but we hermits with 
difficulty poke out of our shells. Within that ostraceous 
retirement I meditate not unfrequently on you. My 
sister’s kindest remembrances to you both. 0. L. 


To BERNARD BAETON. 

Lbtter OOOOXXVIIL] AprU 80, 1831. 

Yir Bone I — Recepi literas tuas amicissimas, et in men- 
tem venit responsuro mihi, vel raro, vel nunquam, inter 
nos intercedisse Latinam linguam, organum rescribendi, 
loquendive. Epistolse tuse, Plinianis elegantiis (supra 
quod Tremxjlo deceat) refertse, tarn a verbis Plinianis 
adeo abhorrent, ut ne vocem quamquam (Romanam 
scilicet) habere videaris, quam “ad canem,” ut aiunt, 
“rejectare possis,” Forsan desuetude Latinissandi ad 
vernaculain linguam usitandam, plusquam opus sit, coegit. 
Per adagia qusedam nota, et in ore omnium pervulgata, 
ad Latinitatis perditas recuperationem revocare te institui. 
Felis in abaco est, et segr^ videt. 

Onuie quod splendet nequaquam aurum putes. 

Imponas equo mendicum, equitabit idem ad diaboluni. 
Fur commode a fure prenditur. 

0 Maeu, Maeia, valdd oontbaria, quomodo crescit 
hortulus tuns 1 

Nunc majora canamus. 
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Thomas, Thomas, de Islington, uxorem duxit die 
niiper^ Dominick. Reduxit domum poster^ Succedenti 
haculum emit. Postridie fcrit illam. jEgrescit ilia 
suhsequenti. Proximo (nempe Veneris) est mortua. 
Plurimum gestiit Thomas, qnbd appropinquaiiti Sabbato 
efferenda sit. 

Horner qxiidam J ohannulus in angulo sedebat, artocreas 
quasdam deglutiens. Inseruit pollicea, prana nana 
eyellens, et magn^ voce exclainavit “Dii boni, qpkm 
bonus puer fio ! ” 

Diddle-diddle-dumkins 1 mens unicus hlius Johannes 
cubitum ivit, integris braccis, caHgl. uni tantRm, indutus. 
Diddle-diddle, etc. Da Oapo. 

Hie adsum saltans Joannula. Oum nemo adsit mihi, 
semper resto sola. 

dSnigma mihi hoc solvas, et CEdipus fles. 

Qui ratione assimnlandus sit equus Teemui.o 1 

Quippe cui tota communicatio sit per Hay et Nkigh, 
juxta consilium illud Dominicum, “Fiat omnis com- 
municatio vestra Yea et Nay.” 

In his nugis caram diem consumo, dum invi^lo vale- 
tudini carioris nostrse Emmas, quae apud nos jamdudum 
aegrotat. Salvere vos jubet mecum Maria mea, ipsa 
integri valetudine. Elia. 

Ab agro Enfeldiense datum, Aprilis nesdo quibus 
Oalen(his — ^Davus sum, non Oalendarius. 

P.aS. — ^P erdita in toto est Billa Reformatura, 


To Rev. H. P. GARY. 

JDattm agro MnfMimd. 

Letter OOOOXXIX.] Maii die sexid, 1831. 

Aasidens est mihi bona soror, Emripiden evolvens, 
donum vestrum, caxksime Cary, pro quo gratias agimus 
lectori atque iterum lecturi idem. Pergratus mt liber 
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ambobus, nempe “Sacerdotis Ooinmiserationis,” sacrum 
opus a te ipso Hiimanissimse Keligionis Sacerdote dono 
datum. Laclirymantes gavisuri sumus ; est ubi dolor 
fiat voluptas ; nec semper dulce mihi est ridere ; aliquaudo 
commutandum est be 1 be ! be 1 cum beu ! beu ! beu ! 

A Musis Tragicis me non penitus abborruisse testis 
sit Carmen Oalamitosum, nescio quo autore lingu^ prius 
Ternaculi, scriptum, et nuperrim^ a me ipso Latine versum 
scilicet, “Tom Tom of Islington.^’ Tenuistinel 

“ Thomas Thomas de Islmgton, 

Uxorem duxit Die quadam Solis, 

Abduxit domum sequent! die, 

Emit bacnlum snbsequenti, 

Vapnlat ilia posterl, 

iEgrotat snccedenti, Mortua fit crastinft." 

Et miro gaudio afficitur Tbomas luce poster^ quod sub- 
sequenti (nempe, DominicS.) uxor sit efferenda. 

“ En Iliadea Domesticas I 
En circulum calamitatum ! 

Plan^ hebdomadalem tragcediam.” 

I nunc et confer Euripiden vestrum his luctibus, hfic 
morte uxoril;^ confer Alcestenl Hecubenl quas non 
antiquas Heroinas Dolorosas. 

Sufiundor genas lachrymis tantas strages revolvens. 
Quid restat nisi quod Tecum Tuam Oaram salutemus 
ambosque valere jubeamus, nosmet ipsi bene valentes. 

Ema. 


To JOHN TAYLOR 

Littbe OCOCXXX.] 8, 1881. 

Bear Sir— -I am extremely sorry to be obbged to 
decline the article proposed, particularly as I should have 
bean flattered with a Plate accompanying it. In the first 
place, Midsummer Bay is not a topic I could make any- 
thing of, I am so pure a Cockney, and bttle read besides 
in May games and antiquities ; and in the second, I am 
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here at Margate, spoiling my liolydays with a Bevicnv I 
have undertaken for a friend, which I shall barely get 
through before my return, for that sort of work is a hard 
task to me. If you will excuse the shortness of my first 
contribution (and I hnow I can promise nothing more for 
July) I vdll endeavour a longer article for our next. 
Will you permit me to say that I think Leigli Bunt 
would do the Article you propose in a masterly manner, 
if he has not out-writ himself already upon the subject. 
I do not return the proof — to save postage— because it 
is correct, with one exception. In the stanza from Words- 
worth you have changed day into air for rhyme’s sake. 
Day is the right reading, and I implore you to restore it 
The other passage, which you have queried, is to my 
ear correct. Pray let it stand. 

Dear sir, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 

Margate. 

J. Taylor, Esq. 

On second consideration I do enclose the proof. 


To Mr. MOXON. 

Letter OCOOXXXL] Angmt 1831. 

Dear M. — The D.A. here memorised wm George 
Dawe, whom I knew well, and heard many aneculotes of, 
fi:om Daniels and Westall, at H. Rogers’s ; to each of 
thrni it will be well to send a magazine in my name. 
It will flLy like wildfire among the Royal Academicians and 
artists. Could you get hold of Procter his chambers 
are in Lincoln’s Inn, at Montagu’s ; or of Janus Weather- 
cock ? — both of their prose is capital. Don’t encourage 
poetry. The “ Peter’s Net ” does not intend funny thinp 
only. All is fiish. And leave out the sickening Elia ” 
at the end. Then it may comprise letters and chametors 
addressed to Peter ; but a signature forces it to be all 
characteristic of the one man Elia, or the one man, Peter, 
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which cramped me formerly. I have agreed not for my 
sister to know the subjects I choose till the magazine 
comes out ; so beware of speaking of ’em, or writing about 
’em, save generally. Bo particular about this warning. 
Can’t you drop in some afternoon, and take a bed'l The 
Athmamm has been hoaxed with some exquisite poetry, 
that was, two or three months ago, in ‘^Hone’s Book.” 
I like your first Number capitally. But is it not smalll 
Come and see us, week-day if possible. 

Send or bring me Hone’s Number for August. The 
anecdotes of E. and of G. D. are substantially true ; what 
does Elia (or Peter) care for dates 1 

The poem I mean is in Hone’s Book,” as far back as 
April I do not know who wrote it ; but ’tis a poem I 
envy — t/iat and Montgomery’s “Last Man:” I envy the 
writers, because I feel I could have done something like 
them. 0. L. 


Lmrm CCGOXXXn,] September 5, 1831 

Dear M.— Your letter’s contents pleased me. I am 
nily afraid of taxing you. Yet I want a stimulus, or I 
think I should drag sadly. I shall keep the moneys in 
trust, till I see you fairly over the next 1st January: 
then I shall look upon them as earned. No part of your 
letter gave me more pleasure (no, not the £10, tho’ you 
may giin) than that you will revisit old Enfield, which 
I hoi )0 will be always a pleasant idea to you. 

Yours, very faithfully, 0. L. 


iMTvm CCCCXXXI II.] October 24, 1831. 

To address an abdicated monarch is a nice point of 
breeding. To give him his lost titles is to mock him ; 
to withhold ’em is to wound him. But his minister, who 
falls with him, may be gracefully sympathetic. I do 
honestly feel for your diminution of honours, and regret 



286 LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 

even the pleasing cares which arc part and parcel of great^ 
ness. Your magnanimous submission, and the cheerful 
tone of your renunciation, in a letter whicdi, without 
flattery, would have made an “Aeticlk,’' and which, 
rarely as I keep letters, shall be preserved, comfort mo a 
little. Will it please, or plague you, to say that when 
your parcel came I damned it? for my pen was wanning 
in my hand at a ludicrous description of a Landscape of 
an E.A., which I calculated upon sending you to-morrow, 
the last day you gave ma Now any one calling in, or a 
letter coming, puts an end to my writing for the day. 
Little did I think that the mandate had gone out, so 
destructive to my occupation, so relieving to the appre- 
hensions of the whole body of E.A.'s ; so you see I had 
not quitted the ship while a plank was remaining. 

To drop metaphors, I am sure you have done wisely. 
The very spirit of your epistle speaks that you have a 
weight off your mind. I have one on mine ; the cash in 

hand, which, as less truly says, burns in my pocket. 

I feel queer at returning it (who does not?), you feel 
awkward at retaking it (who ought not). Is there no 
middle way of adjusting this fine embarrassment? I 
think I have hit upon a medium to skin the sore place 
over, if not quite to heal it. You hinted that there 
might be something under £ 10 , by and by, accraing to 
me — DeviVB Money (you are sanguine, say £7 : lOs.) ; 
that I entirely renounce, and alyure all future interest 
in : I insist upon it 3 and “ by him I will not name,” I 
won’t touch a penny of it. That will split your loss, one 
half, and leave me conscientious possessor of what I hold. 
Less than your assent to this, no proposal will I accept of. 

The Eev. Mr. , whose name you have left illegible 

(is it Seagvll^) never sent me any book on Ohrist’s 
Hospital, by which I could dream that I was indebted 
to him for a dedication. Did G. D. send his penny 
tract to me to convert me to Unitarianism ? De4ir, 
blundering soul! why I am aa old a oue-Goddite m 
himself. Or did he think his cheap ptihlicmtiou would 
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bring over the Methodists over the way here ^ However, 
ril give it to the pew-opener, in whom I have a little 
interest, to hand over to the clerk, whose wife she some- 
times drinks tea with, for him to lay before the deacon, 
who exchanges the civility of the hat with him, for to 
transmit to the minister, who shakes hands with him out 
of chapel, and he, in all odds, will with it. 

I wish very much to see you. I leave it to you to 
come how you will ; we shall be very glad (we need not 
repeat) to see your sister, or sisters, with you ; but for 
you, individually, I will just hint that a dropping in to 
tea, unlooked for, about five, stopping bread-and-cheese 
and gin-and-water, is worth a thousand Sundays. I am 
naturally miserable on a Sunday ; but a week-day evening 
and supper is like old times. Set out now^ and give no 
time to deliberation. 

— The second volume of “Elia” is delightful 
(ly bound, I mean), and quite cheap. Why, man, ^tis a 
unique ! 

If I write much more I shall expand into an article, 
which I cannot afford to let you have so cheap. By the 
by, to show the perverseness of human will, while I 
thought I must furnish one of those accursed things 
monthly, it seemed a labour above Hercules’s “ Twelve ” 
in a year, which were evidently monthly contributions. 
How I am emancipated, I feel as if I had a thousand 
Essays swelling within me. False feelings both ! 

Your ex-Lampoonist, or Lamb-punnist, from Enfield, 
October 24, or “ last day but one for receiving articles 
that can be inserted.” 


iMTTm CCOCXXXIV.] F^ruary 1832. 

Dear Moxon — The snows are ancle-deep, slush, and 
mire, that ^tis hard to get to the post-office, and cruel to 
send the maid out. ’Tis a slough of despair, or I should 
sooner have thanked you for your offer of the “ 
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which we shall very much like to have, and will return 
duly. I do not know when I shall bo in town, but in a 
week or two, at farthest, when I will come as far as you, 
if I can. We are moped to death with confinement 
within doors. I send you a curiosity of G. Dyer’s tender 
conscience. Between thirty and forty years since, G. 
published the “Poet’s Fate,” in which were two very 
harmless lines about Mr. Kogers ; but Mr. E. not quite 
approving of them, they were loft out in a subsequent 
edition, 1801. But G. has been worrying about them 
ever since ; if I have heard him once, I have heard him 
a hundred times, express a remorse proportioned to a 
consciousness of having been guilty of an atrcHuous libel. 
As the devil would have it, a fool they call Barker, in 
his “Parriana,” has quoted the identical two lines, as 
they stood in some obscure edition anterior to 1801, and 
the withers of poor G. are again wrung. His letter is a 
gem ; with his poor blind eyes it has been laboured out 
at six sittings. The history of the couplet is in page 3 
of this irregular production, in which every variety of 
shape and size that letters can be twisted into is to be 
found. Do show Aia part of it to Mr. E. some day. If 
he has bowels, they must melt at the contrition so queerly 
charactered of a contrite sinner. G. was born, I verily 
think, without original sin, but chooses to have a con- 
science, as every Christian gentleman should have ; his 
dear old face is insusceptible of the twist they c^dl a 
sneer, yet he is apprehensive of being suapeotad of that 
ugly appearance. When he makes a compliment, he 
thinks he has given an affront,— a name is personality. 
But show (no hurry) this unique recantation to Mr. K, 
’tis like a dirty pocket-handkerchief, mucked with tears 
of some indigent Magdalen, There is the impress of 
sincerity in every pot-hook and hanger; and then the 
gilt frame to such a pauper picture I It should go into 
the Museum. I am heartily sorry my Devil does not 
answer. We must ^ it a little longer ; and, after all, 
I think I must insist on taking a portion of its loss 
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upon myself. It is too much you should lose by two 
adventures. You do not say how your general business 
goes on, and I should very much like to talk over it with 
you here. 

Come when the weather will possibly let you ; I want 
to seQ the Wordsworths, but I do not much like to be ah 
night away. It is dull enough to be here together, but 
it is duller to leave Mary ; in short, it is painful, and in 
a flying visit I should hardly catch them. I have no 
beds for them if they came down, and but a sort of a 
house to receive them in ; yet I shall regret their departure 
unseen ; I feel cramped and straitened everyway. Where 
are they ? 

We have heard from Emma but once, and that a 
month ago, and are very amdous for another letter. 

You say we have forgot your powers of being service- 
able to us. That we never shall : I do not know what I 
should do without you when I want a little commission. 
Now then : there are left at Miss Buifam^s, the “ Tales 
of the Castle,” and certain volumes of the Retrospective 
Review.” The first should be conveyed to Novello*s, 
and the Reviews should be taken to Talfourd^s office, 
ground -floor, East side, Ebn Court, Middle Temple, to 
whom I should have written, but my spirits are wretched ; 
it is quite an effort to write this. So, with the “ Zt/e,” 
I have cut you out three pieces of service. What can I 
do for you here, but hope to see you very soon, and think 
of you with most kindness % I fear to-morrow, between 
rains and snows, it would be impossible to expect you, 
but do not let a practicable Sunday pass. We are 
always at home. 

Mary joins in remembrances to your sister, whom we 
hope to see in any fine-ish weather, when she’ll venture. 

Remember us to AUsop, and all the dead people ; tc 
whom, and to London, we seem dead. 


VOIi. II. 


u 
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To Br J. BADAMS. 

Letter COCOXXXV.] Bnfidd (early ia 1882). 

Dear Badams— I am very, very sorry at my heated- 
ness yesterday, which spoiled the pleasure I should have 
taken in seeing you better, but I had had a four or five 
hours' hot walk, with the delicate task of dissuading a 
friend from a purpose of taking a house here, which friend 
would have attracted down crowds of literary men, which 
men would have driven me wild. And in my rage it 
seemed to me that the person I unjustly fell upon was 
meditating the same sort of colonisation here. Respects 
and sincere likings to Mrs. Badams, and the most humble 
apology 0. L. can offer. 

To W. S. LAISTDOR. 

Letter OOOOXXXVI.] April 9, 1882. 

Dear Sir — Pray accept a little volume. 'Tis a legacy 
from Elia, you'll see. Silver and gold had ho none, but 
such as he had left he you. I do not know how to thank 
you for attending to my request about the Album. I 
thought you would never remember it. Are not you 
proud and thankful, Emma? Yes ; very^ both. 

[Signed] Emma Ibola. 

Many things I had to say to you, which there was not 
time for. One, why should I forget ? 'tis for Rose Aylmer, 
which has a charm I cannot explain. I lived upon it for 
weeks. Next, I forgot to teU you I know all your Welsh 
annoyances, the measureless B.'s. I knew a quarter of a 
mile of them. Seventeen brothers and sixteen sisters, as 
they appear to me in memory. There was one of them 
that used to fix his long legs on my fender, and tell a tale 
of a shark every night, endless, immortal. How have I 
grudged the salt-sea ravener not having had his gorge of 
him ! The shortest of the daughters measured five foot 
eleven without her shoes. Well, some day we may confer 
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about them. But they were tall. Truly, I have discover’d 
the longitude. Sir, if you can spare a moment, I should 
be happy to hear from you. That rogue Eobinson detained 
your verses till I call’d for them. Don’t entrust a bit of 
prose to the rogue • but believe me, 

Your obliged, C. L. 

W. S. Landor, Esq. 

To SAMUEL TAYLOR OOLERIDOE. 

Letter OCCCXXXVII.] A^pril 14, 1882. 

My dear Coleridge — Not an unkind thought has 
passed in my brain about you ; but I have been wofully 
neglectful of you ; so that I do not deserve to announce 
to you, that if I do not hear from you before then, I will 
set out on Wednesday morning to take you by the hand. 
I would do it this moment, but an unexpected visit might 
flurry you. I shall take silence for acquiescence, and 
come. I am glad you could write so long a letter. Old 
loves to, and hope of kind looks from, the Gillmans when 
I come. 

Yours, semper idem^ C. L. 

If you ever thought an offence, much more wrote it, 
against me, it must have been in the times of Noah, and 
the great waters swept it away. Mary’s most kind love, 
and maybe a wrong prophet of your bodings ! — here she 
is crying for mere love over your letter. I wring out 
less, but not sincerer showers. 

My direction is simply, Enfield. 

To Mr. MOXON. 

Letter CCCOXXXVIII.] [1832.] 

Thank you for the books. I am ashamed to take 
tithe thus of your press. I am worse to a publisher than 
the two Universities and the British Museum. A. 0, 
I will forthwith read. B. 0. (I can’t get out of the A, 
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B, 0) I have more than read. Taken altogether, 'tis too 
Lovey ; but what delicacies 1 I like most “ King Death ” ; 
glorious ^bove all, “ The Lady with the Hundred Rings ” ; 
“ The Owl ” ; Epistle to What's Iiis Name " (here, may 
be, I’m partial) ; “ Sit down, Sad Soul ” ; ‘‘ The Pauper’s 
Jubilee” (but that’s old, and yet ’tis never old); “The 
Falcon ” ; “ Felon’s Wife ” ; damn “ Madame Pasty ” (but 
that is borrowed) ; 

Apple-pie is very good, 

And so is apple-pasty ; 

But 

0 Lord 1 ’tis very nasty : 

but chiefly the dramatic fragments, —scarce three of 
which should have escaped my specimens, had an antique 
name been prefixed. They exceed his first. So much 
for the nonsense of poetry ; now to the serious business 
of life. Up a court (Blandford Court) in Pall Mall 
(exactly at the back of Miirlborough House), with iron 
gate in front, and containing two houses, at No. 2, did 
lately live Leishman, my tailor. He is moved somewhere 
in the neighbourhood; devil knows where. Pray find 
him out, and give him the opposite. I am so much 
better, though my head shakes in writing it, that, after 
next Sunday, I can well see Forster and you. Can you 
throw B. 0. ini Why tarry the wheels of my “ Hogartli”1 

Ohaklbs Lame 

To LOUISA BADAMS. 

Lbtteb, OOOOXXXIX.] JDmmJbw 81, 1882. 

Dear Mrs. B. — Mary has not enterprise enough tcf* 
venture on d. journey at this dreaiy time of the year, and 
’tis too uncomfortable for us to leave her, for a night 
even, to the discourteous hospitalities of old frosty West- 
wood and Ms thin spouse ; types of Christmas turned 
sour, or the 1st of January bom with teeth and wrinkles. 
Corral incomes, Not Welcomes — “wretched New Yomu 
to you”: Discompliments of the Season. Spring, and 
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we, will lure her out some fine April day. Instead 
pray accept of our kindest congratulations. 

Besides, I have been not a little disconcerted. 

On the night of our murder (an hour or two before 
it), the maid being busy, I went out to order an additional 
pint of porter for Moxon who had surprised us with a 
late visit. Now I never go out quite disinterested upon 
such occasions. And I begged a half-pint of ale at the 
bar which our sweet-faced landlady good-humouredly 
complied with, asking me into the parlour, but a side 
door was just open that disclosed a more cheerful blaze, 
and I entered where four people were engaged over 
Dominoes. One of them, Fare, invited me to join in it, 
partly out of impudence, I believe ; however, not to balk 
a Christmas frolic, I complied, and played with Danby, 
but soon gave over, having forgot the game. I was 
surprised with D. challenging me as having known me 
in the Temple. He must have been a child then. I 
did not recognise him, but perfectly remembered his 
father, who was a hairdresser in the Temple. This was 
all that passed, as I went away with my beer. Judge 
my surprise when the next morning I was summoned 
before Dr. Oreswell to say what I knew of the transaction. 
My examination was conducted with all delicacy, and of 
course I was soon dismissed. I was afraid of getting 
into the papers, but I was pleased to find myself only 
noticed as a “gentleman whose name we could not 
gather.” Poor D. I the few words I spoke to him were 
to remind him of a trick Jem White played upon his 
father. The boy was too young to know anything about 
it. In the Morning Post appeared this paragraph: 
“Yesterday morning, Mr. Danby, the respectable Hair- 
dresser in Pump Court in the Temple, in a fit of delirium 
threw himself out of a 2 pair stairs window, looking into 
the passage that leads to Fig-tree Court, and his head 
was Hterdly smashed to atoms.” White went to D.’s 
to sea how it operated, and found D. quietly weaving 
wigs, and the shop full of lawyers that had come to 
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enquire particulars. D. was a man much respected. 
Indeed hairdressers in the Inns of Court are a superior 
race of tradesmen. They generally leave off rich, as 
D. did. Well, poor D. had never heard the story or 
probably forgotten it — and his company looking on me 
a little suspiciously, as they do at alehouses when a 
rather better drest person than themselves attempts to 
join ’em — (it never answers, — at least it seemed so to 
me when I heard of the murder) — I went away. One 
often fancies things afterwards that did not perhaps 
strike one at the time. However, after all, I have felt 
queer ever since. It has almost sickened me of the 
Crown and Horseshoe, and I sha’n’t hastily go into the 
taproom again. I have made a long letter and can just 
say good-bye, 0. Lamb. 

Mrs. Badams, 

11 Old Church Street, 

Paddington. 

To Mr. SERJEANT TALPOURD. 

Letter GCOCXL.] Mhrmry 1888. 

My dear T. — Now cannot I call him Serjeant ; what 
is there in a coif? Those canvas sleeves protective from 
ink, when he was a law-chit-~~a ChitiyAmg (let the 
leathern apron be apocryphal), do more ’specially plead 
to the Jury Court, of old memory. The costume (will 
he agnise it?) was as of a desk-fellow, or Socius Plutei. 
Methought I spied a brother I 

That familiarity is extinct for ever. Curse me if I 
can call him Mr. Serjeant — except, mark me, in company^ 
Honour where honour is due ; but should he ever visit us 
(do you think he ever wiU, Mary ?), what a distinction 
shoidd I keep up between him and our less fortunate 
Mend, H. C. R. I Decent respect shall always be the 
Crabb’s — but, somehow, short of reverence. 

Well, of my old friends, I have lived to see two 
knighted, one made a judge, anothw in a fair way to it 
Why am I restive? why stands my sun upon Gil^n ? 
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Variously, my dear Mrs. Talfourd (I can be more 
familiar with her !), Mrs. Serjeant Talfourd, —my sister 
prompts me — (these ladies stand upon ceremonies) — ^has 
the congratulable news affected the members of our small 
community. Mary comprehended it at once, and entered 
into it heartily. Mrs. Westwood was, as usual, perverse ; 
wouldn’t, or couldn’t, understand it. A Seijeant ! She 
thought Mr. T. was in the law. Didn’t know that he 
ever ’listed. 

Emma alone truly sympathised. She had a silk gown 
come home that very day, and has precedence before her 
learned sisters accordingly. 

We are going to drink the health of Mr, and Mrs. 
Serjeant, with dl the young serjeantry ; and that is aU 
that I can see that I shall get by the promotion. 

Valete, et mementote amici quondam vestri humillimi. 

0. L. 

To Mb. MOXON. 

Lottbb OCOOXLL] Felmjmy 10, 1S33. 

I wish you would omit by the Author of Elia” now, 
in advertising that damn’d Devil’s Wedding.” I had 
sneaking hopes you would have dropt in to-day, ’tis my 
poor birthday. Don’t stay away so. G-ive Forster a 
hint. You are to bring your brother some day — sisters 
in better weather. Pray give me one line to say if you 
receiv’d and forwarded Emma’s pacquet to Miss Adams — 
and how Dover Street looks. Adieu. Is there no 
Blackwood this month 1 What separation will there be 
between the Friend’s preface and the Essays 1 Should 
not “ Last Essays,” etc. etc., head them 1 If ’tis too late, 
don’t mind. I don’t care a farthing about it. 

Mr. Moxon. 

To LOUISA BADAMS. 

Lettee COOOXLII.] February 16, 1833. 

Dear Mrs. B.— Thanks for your remembrance of your 
old fellow-prisoners at murderous Enfield. By the way, 



296 


LETTERS OE CHARLES LAMB, 


Cooper, who turned King's evidence, is come back again 
whitewash'd, has resumed his seat at chapel, and took 
his sister (a fact 1) up the Holt White’s lane tp shew her 
the topography of the deed. I intend asking him to 
supper. They say he is pleasant in conversation. Will 
you come and meet him 

I don't know how we shall see you. Mary has objec- 
tions to travelling, and I never stay out the night when 
I come up. Couldn't Badams and you make a 24 hours' 
day here The room is vacant at the Horseshoe where 
Fare slept last, unless you prefer Johnson's last bed. 

Mary, Emma, and I have got thro' the Inferno with 
the help of Cary — and Mary is in for it. She is com- 
mencing Tasso. When the Spring is riper, we will spare 
Emma for a few days, if you'll be kind to her. 

Triple loves and kind memory to you both. 0. L. 

To WILLIAM HONE. 

Letter CCOOXLIII.] Mardi. 6, 1883. 

Dear Friend — Thee hast sent a Christian epistle to 
me, and I should not feel dear if I neglected to reply to 
it, which would have been sooner if that vain young man, 
to whom thou didst intrust it, had not kept it back. 
We should rejoice to see thy outward man here, especially 
on a day which should not be a first day, l)cing liable 
to worldly callers-in on that day. Our little book is 
delayed by a heathenish injunction, threatened by the 
man Taylor. Oanst thou copy and send, or bring with 
thee, a vanity in verse which in my younger days I wrote 
on friend Aders's pictures ? Thou wilt find it in the book 
called the Talle Booh 

Tryphena and Tryphosa, whom the world calleth 
Mary and Emma, greet you with me. Cu. Lamb. 

6th of 3rd month, 4<Ii day. 

W. Hone, Esq., 

Grasskopper Hotel, 

Qraoeohuroh Street, 
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To Me. MOXON. 

Lbttbk COCOXLIV.] March, 19, 1838. 

I shall expect Forster and two Moxons on Sunday, 
and hope for Proctor. I am obliged to be in town next 
Monday. Oould we contrive to make a party (paying or 
not is immaterial) for Miss Kelly’s that night; and can 
you shelter us after the play— I mean Emma and me. 
I fear I cannot persuade Mary to join us. 

iF. B. — I can, sleep at a public house. Send an Elia 
(mind I insist on buying it), to T. Manning, Esq., at 
Sir G. Tuthill’s, Oavendish Square. Do write. 

E. Moxon. 

Lbttke COOOXLY.] April 27, 1838. 

Deax M. — Mary and I are very poorly. We have had 
a sick child, who, sleeping or not sleeping, next me, with 
a pasteboard partition between, killed my sleep. The 
little bastard is gone. My bedfellows are cough and 
cramp ; we sleep three in a bed. Domestic arrangements 
(baker, butcher, and all) devolve on Mary. Don’t come 
yet to this house of pest and age ! We propose, when 
you and E. agree on the time, to come up and meet you 
at the B- — -’s, say a week hence, but do you make 
the appointment 

Mind, our spirits are good, and we are happy in your 
happinesses. 0. L. 

Our old and ever loves to dear Emma. 


To Mbs. HAZLITT. 

Mr. Walden*s, OJmrch Street^ 

Lbttbe OOOOXLVL] Edmonton, May 81, 1833. 

Dear Mrs. Haslitt — I will assuredly come and find 
you out when I am better. I am driven from house to 
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house by Mary’s illness. I took a sudden resolution to 
take my sister to Edmonton, where she was under medical 
treatment last time, and have arranged to board and 
lodge with the people. Thank God, I have repudiated 
Enfield. I have got out of hell, despair of heaven, and 
must sit down contented in a half-way purgatory. Thus 
ends this strange eventful history. But I am nearer 
town, and will get up to you somehow before long. 

I repent not of my resolution. ’Tis late, and my hand 
is unsteady j so good-bye till we meet. 

Your old 0. L. 

Mrs. Hazlitt, 

No. 4, Palace Street, Pimlico. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Lettbe CCOOXLVIL] [End of May nearly] 1888. 

Dear Wordsworth — ^Your letter, save in what respects 
your dear sister’s health, cheered me in my new solitude. 
Mary is ill again. Her illnesses encroach yearly. The 
last was three months, followed by two of depression 
most dreadful. I look back upon her earlier attacks 
with longing: nice little durations of six weeks or so, 
followed by complete restoration, — shocking as they were 
to me then. In short, half her life she is dead to me, 
and the other half is made anxious with fears and lookings 
forward to the next shock. With such prospects, it 
seemed to me necessary that she should no longer live 
with me, and be fluttered with continued removals ; so I 
am come to live with her, at a Mr. Walden’s and his wife, 
who take in patients, and have arranged to lodge and 
board us only. They have had the care of her before, 
I see little of her : alas I I too often hear her. SwU 
lachrynice rerum / and you and I must bear it. 
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To lay a little more load on it, a circumstance has 
happened, <ytj^vs pars magna fui, and which, at another 
crisis, I should have more rejoiced in. I am about to 
lose my old and only walk-companion, whose mirthful 
spirits were the “youth of our house,” Emma Isola. I 
have her here now for a little while, but she is too 
nervous, properly to be under such a roof, so she will 
make short visits, — be no more an inmate. With my 
perfect approval, and more than concurrence, she is to be 
wedded to Moxon, at the end of August — so “ perish the 
roses and the flowers ” — ^how is it ? 

Now to the brighter side. I am emancipated from 
the Westwoods, and I am with attentive people, and 
younger. I am three or four miles nearer the great 
city ; coaches half-price less, and going always, of which 
I will avail myself. I have few friends left there, one 
or two though, most beloved. But London streets and 
faces cheer me inexpressibly, though not one known of 
the latter were remaining. 

Thank you for your cordial reception of “ Elia.” IrUer 
nos, the Ariadne is not a darling with me; severd 
incongruous things are in it, but in the composition it 
served me as illustrative. 

I want you in the “ Popular Fallacies ” to like the 
“ Home that is no home,” and “ Rising with the lark.” 

I am feeble, but cheerful in this my genial hot weather. 
Walked sixteen miles yesterday. I cadt read much in 
summer time. 

With my kindest love to all, and prayers for dear 

Dorothy, 

I remain most affectionately yours, 0. Lamb. 

At Mr. Walden’s, Ohurch Street, Edmonton, Middlesex. 

Moxon has introduced Emma to Rogers, and he smiles 
upon the project. I have given E. my Milton (will 
you pardon me) in part of a portion^ It hangs famously 
in hk Murray-hke shop. 
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To Miss RICKMAN. 

Lbttbb OOCOXLVIIL] May 23, 1838. 

Thursday. 

Dear Miss Rickman — My being a day in town, and 
my being moved from Enfield, made your letter late, and 
my reply in consequence. I am glad you like Mlia. 
Perhaps, as Miss Kelly is just now in notoriety, it may 
amuse you to know that “Barbara S.” is all of it true 
of her^ being all communicated to me from her own 
mouth. The ‘‘wedding” of course you found out to be 
Sally Burney^s. As to Mrs. G. I know no reason why 
your dear mother should not call upon her. I remember 
Rickman and she did not return Mr. and Mrs. G.’s 
congratulatory visit on their wedding. No fresh reason 
has occurred since to prevent any civilities on their side. 
By a sudden illness of my Sister (they now last half the 
year, in violence first, and a succeeding dreadful de- 
pression) I have come to the resolution of living with 
her under it at a place where she is under regular treat- 
ment, and am at Mr. Walden’s, Church Street, Edmonton. 
In a few weeks, I should like one quiet day among you, 
but not before. With loves to father and mother, and 
your kind-hearted Sister, whose Christian name I am an 
heathen if I just now can remember, 

Yours sincerely, 0. Lamb. 

Mrs, Godwin is a second wife. Maiy Wolstoncroft 
has been dead thirty years 1 

To Miss Eiokman, 

New Palace Yard, 

Westminster. 

To Me. MOXON. 

Lbttee OOCOXLIX.] 1883. 

Dear M. — A thousand thanks for your punctualities. 
What a cheap book is the last Hogarth you sent me 1 I 
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am pleased now that Hunt diddled me out of the old 
one. Speaking of this, only think of the new farmer 
with his thirty acres. There is a portion of land in 
Lambeth Parish, called Knave’s Acre. I wonder he 

overlook’d it. Don’t show this to the firm of D and 

Oo. I next want one copy of Leicester's School, and wish 
you to pay Leishman, Taylor, 2, Blandford Place, Pall 
Mall, opposite the British Institution, £6 : 10s., for coat 
and waistcoat, etc. etc., and I vehemently thirst for the 
fourth JSTo. of Nichols’s Hogarth, to bind one up (the two 
books) as Hogarth and Supplement. But as you know 
the price, don’t stay for its appearance ; but come as soon 
as ever you can with your bill of all demands in full, and 
as I have none but £5 notes, bring with you sufficient 
change. Weather is beautiful. I grieve sadly for Miss 
Wordsworth. We are all well again. Emma is with 
US, and we all shall be glad of a sight of you. Come on 
Sunday if you can, better if you come before. 

Perhaps Kogers would smile at this. A pert, half 
chemist, half apothecary in our town who smatters of 
literature, and is immeasurably unlettered, said to me, 
** Pray, sir, may not Hood be reckon’d the Prince of Wits 
in the present day 1 ” To which I assenting, he adds, “ I 
had always thought that Eogers had been reckon’d the 
Prince of Wits, but I suppose that now Mr. Hood has 
the better title to that appellation.” To which I replied, 
that Mr. B. had wit with much better qualities, but did 
not aspire to the principality. He had taken all the puns 
manufactured in John Bull for our friend, in sad and 
stupid earnest. One more Allnm Verses, please. Adieu. 

0. L. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Litojbe OOOOL.] 1888. 

My dear Allsop— I think it will be impossible for us 
to come to Highgate in the time you propose. We have 
friends coming to-morrow, who may stay the week ,• and 
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we are in a bustle about Emma's leaving us — so we will 
put off the hope of seeing Mrs. Allsop tin we come to 
Town, after Emma's going, which is in a fortnight and 
a half, when we mean to spend a time in Town, but 
shall be happy to see you on Sunday, or any day. 

In haste. Hope our little Porter does. 

Yours ever, 0. L. 


To Mr. MOXOK 


Lettbe OCOOLL] July 24, 18S8. 

For God's sake give Emma no more watches ; om 
has turned her head. She is arrogant and insulting. 
She said something very unpleasant to our old clock in 
the passage, as if he did not keep time, and yet he had 
made her no appointment. She takes it out every instant 
to look at the moment-hand. She lugs us out into the 
fields, because there the bird-boys ask you, ‘^Pray, sir, 
can you tell us what's o'clock?" and she answers them 
punctually. She loses all her time looking to see “ what 
the time is." I overheard her whispering, “ Just so many 
hours, minutes, etc., to Tuesday; I think St. George's 
goes too slow." This little present of Time I — why,— 'tis 
Eternity to her I 

What can make her so fond of a gingerbread watch ? 

She has spoiled some of the movements. Between 
ourselves, she has kissed away “ half-past twelve," which 
I suppose to be the canonical hour in Hanover Square. 

Well, if ‘‘ love me, love my watch " answers, she will 
keep time to you. 

It goes right by the Horse Guards. 

Dearest M. — Never mind opposite nonsense. She 
does not love you for the watch, but the watch for you. 
I win he at the wedding, and keep the 30th July, as 
long as my poor months iMt me, as a festival, gloriously. 

Yours ever, Blxa. 
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We have not heard from Cambridge. I will write 
the moment we do. 

Edmonton, 24th July, twenty minutes past three by 
Emma’s watch. 


Lettbk CCCCLIL] [1833.] 

Dear M. — ^Many thanks for the books; but most 
thanks for one immortal sentence : ‘‘ If I do not cheat 
him, never imet me again.” I do not know whether to 
admire most, the wit or justness of the sentiment. It 
has my cordial approbation. My sense of meum and 
tuum applauds it. I maintain it, the eighth command- 
ment hath a secret special reservation, by which the 
reptile is exempt from any protection from it. As a dog, 
or a nigger, he is not a holder of property. Not a ninth 
of what he detains from the world is his own. “ Keep 
your hands from picking and stealing,” is no ways refer- 
able to his acquists. I doubt whether bearing false 
witness against thy neighbour at all contemplated this 
possible scrub. Could Moses have seen the speck in 
vision ? An ex post facto law alone could relieve him ; 
and we are taught to expect no eleventh commandment. 
The outlaw to the Mosaic dispensation! — unworthy to 
have seen Moses behind 1 — to lay his desecrating hands 
upon Elia 1 Has the irreverent ark-toucher been struck 
blind, I wonder ? The more I think of him, the less I 
think of him. His meanness is invisible with aid of 
solar microscope. My moral eye smarts at him. The 
less idea that bites little fleas 1 The great Beast 1 The 
beggarly Nit 1 

More when we meet ; mind, you’ll come, two of you ; 
and couldn’t you go off in the morning, that we may have 
a day-long curse at him, if curses are not dis-hallowed by 
descending so low 1 Amen. Maledicatur in extremis ! 
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To LOUISA BADAMS. 

Lbttbe OOOOLIIL] 20, 1883. 

Dear Mrs. Badams— I was at church as the grave 
Father, and behaved tolerably well, except at first 
entrance when Emnaa in a whisper repressed a nascent 
giggle. I ana not fit for weddings or burials. Both 
incite a chuckle. Emma looked as pretty as Pamela, 
and made her responses delicately and firmly. I tripped 
a little at the altar, was engaged in admiring the altar- 
piece, but, recalled seasonably by a Parsonic rebuke, 
“Who gives this woman V’ was in time resolutely to 
reply “I do.’^ Upon the whole the thing went off 
decently and devoutly. Your dodging post is excellent ; 
I take it, it was at Wilsdon. We shall this week or next 
dine at Islington. I am writing to know the day, and in 
that case see you the next day and talk of beds. My 
lodging may be on the cold floor. I long for a hard 
fought game with Badams. With haste and thanks for 
your unusually entertaining letter, yours truly, 

Ohaeles and Mary Lamb. 


To Mb. and Mbs. MOXON. 

Litteb OOOOLIV.3 Augimt 1888. 

Dear Mr, and Mrs. Moxon — ^Time very short. I wrote 
to Miss Fryer, and had the sweetest letter about you, 
Emma, that ever friendship dictated. am full of 
good wishes, I am crying with good wishes,’^ she says ; 
but you shall see it. 

Dear Moxon — I take your writing most kindly, mi 
shall, most kindly, your writing from Paris. 

I want to crowd another letter to Miss Fryer into the 
little time after dinner, before post time. So with twenty 
thousand congratulations, 

Yours, 


a L. 
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I am calm, sober, happy. Turn over for the reason. 

[ got home from Dover Street, by Evans, half as sober 
as a judge. I am turning over a new leaf, as I hope you 
will now. 

[The turn of the leaf presented the following from 
Miss Lamb : J 

My dear Emma and Edward Moxon — Accept my 
sincere congratulations, and imagine more good wishes 
than my weak nerves will let me put into good set words. 
The dreary blank of unanswet'ed questions which I ventured 
to ask in vain was cleared up on the wedding-day by Mrs. 
W. taking a glass of wine, and, with a total change 
of countenance, begging leave to drink Mr. and Mrs. 
Moxon’s health. It restored me from that moment, as 
if by an electrical stroke, to the entire possession of my 
senses. I never felt so calm and quiet after a similar 
illness as I do now. I feel as if all tears were wiped 
from my eyes, and all care from my heart. 

Mary Lamb. 

[At idle foot of this letter is the following by Charles:] 

Wednesday. 

Dears, again — Your letter interrupted a seventh game 
at picquet which we were having, after walking to 
Wright’s and purchasing shoes. We pass our time in 
cards, walks, and reading. We attack Tasso soon. 

0. L. 

Never was such a calm, or such a recovery. ’Tis her 
own words undictated- 


To Rbv. H. F. oaky. 

T.bttbe OOOOLT.] S^tember 9, 1833. 

Dear Sir— Your packet I have only just received, 
owing, I suppose, to the absence of Moxon, who is flaunt- 
vcHi. n ^ 
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ing it about d la Farmenne, with his new bride, our 
Emma, much to his satisfaction, and not a little to our 
dulness. We shall be quite well by the time you return 
from Worcestershire, and most, most (observe the repeti- 
tion) glad to see you here, or anywliere. 

I will take my time with Diirley^s act I wish poets 
would write a little plainer ; he begins some of his words 
with a letter which is unknown to the English typography. 

Yours, most truly, C. Lamb. 

P.aS. — Pray let me know when you return. We are 
at Mr. Walden’s, Church Street, Edmonton; no longer 
at Enfield. You will be amused to hear that my sister 
and I have, with the aid of Emma, scrambled through 
the “Inferno,” by the blessed furtherance of your polar- 
star translation. I think we scarce left anything unmade- 
out But our partner has left us, and we have not yet 
resumed. Mary’s chief pride in it was that she should 
some day brag of it to you. Yotir FatUe and Sandys’ 
Ovid are the only helpmates of translations. Neither 
of you shirk a word. 

Fairfax’s Tasso is no translation at all. ’Tis better 
in some places, but it merely observes the number of 
stanzas ; as for images, similes, etc., ho finds ’em himself, 
and never troubles Peter for the matter. 

In haste, dear Gary, yours ever, 0. Lamb. 

Has M. sent you “Elia,” second volume? If not he 
shaU Taylor and we are at law about it 

To Mr and Mbs. MOXON. 

Lbttbk OOOCLYL] Mmmber 29, 18BS. 

Mary is of opinion with me, that two of these sonnets 
are of a higher grade than any poetiy you have done yet 
The one to Emma is so pretty I I have only allowed 
myself to transpose a word in the third line. Sacred 
shall it be for any intermeddling of mine. But we jointly 
beg that you will make four lines in the room of the four 



TO MR. AND MRS. MOXON. 


307 


last. Kead “Darby and Joan,” in Mrs. Moxon’s jfirst 
album. There you’U see how beautiful in age the looking 
back to youthful years in an old couple is. But it is a 
violence to the feelings to anticipate that time in youth. 
I hope you and Emma will have many a quarrel and 
many a make-up (and she is beautiful in reconciliation 1) 
before the dark days shall come, in which ye shall say 
“ there is small comfort in them.” You have begun a 
sort of character of Emma in them, very sweetly : carry 
it on, if you can, through the last lines. 

I love the sonnet to my heart, and you shcdl finish it, 
and I’ll be damn’d if I furnish a line towards it. So 
much tor that. The next best is to the Ocean. 

“ Ye gallant winds, if e’er your lusty ohkeks 
Blew longing lover to his mistress’ side, 

0, pnff your loudest, spread the canvas wide,’* 

is spirited. The last line I altered, and have realtered 
it as it stood. It is closer. These two are your best 
But take a good deal of time in finishing the first. How 
proud should Emma be of her poets ! 

Perhaps “ 0 Ocean ” (though I Hke it) is too much 
of the open vowels which Pope objects to. “Great 
Ocean!” is obvious. To save sad thoughts I think is 
better (though not good) than for the mind to save herself. 
But ’tis a noble sonnet. “ St Cloud ” I have no fault to 
find with. 

If I return the sonnets, think it no disrespect, for I 
look for a printed copy. You have done better than ever. 
And now for a reason I did not notice ’em earlier. On 
Wednesday they came, and on Wednesday I was a-gadding. 
Mary gave me a holiday, and I set off to Snow HilL 
From Snow HOI I deliberately was marching down, with 
noble Holbom before me, framing in mental cogitation a 
map of the dear London in prospect, thinking to traverse 
Wardour Street, etc., when diabolically, I was inter- 
rupted by 

Heigh-ho 1 
Little Barrow 1 — 
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(Emma knows him,) and prevailed on by him to spend 
the day (infinite loss !) at his sister's, a pawnbroker's in 
Gray's Inn Lane, where was an album, and (0 march of 
intellect!) plenty of literary conversation, and more acquaint- 
ance with the state of modern poetry than I could keep up 
with. I was positively distanced. Knowles's play, which, 
epilogued by me, lay on the piano, alone made me hold 
up my head. When I came home I read your letter, and 
glimpsed at your beautiful sonnet, 

“ Fair art thou as the morning, my young bride,” 

and dwelt upon it in a confused brain, but determined 
not to open them till next day, being in a state nut to be 
told of at Chatteris. Tell it not in Gath, Emma, lest the 
daughters triumph 1 I am at the end of my tether. I 
wish you would come on Tuesday with your fair bride. 
Why can't you % Do. We are thankful to your sister 
for being of the party. Como, and bring a sonnet on 
Mary's birthday. Love to the whole Moxonry, and toll 
E. I every day love her more, and miss her less. Tell 
her so, from her loving unde, as she has let me call 
myself. I bought a fine embossed card yesterday, and 
wrote for the Pawnbrokeress's album. IShe is a Miss 
Brown, engaged to a Mr. White. One of the lines was 
(I forget the rest ; but she had them at twenty-four hours' 
notice ; she is going out to India with her husband)— 

May your fame 

And fortune, Frances, Whiten with your name I” 

Not bad as a pun. I will expect you before two on 
Tuesday. I am well and happy, toll E. 


To Mr. EOGEBS. 

Letter OOOOLTIL] Dmmnbm' 1888. 

My dear Sir — ^Your book, by the unremitting punctu- 
ality of your publisher, has reached me thus early. I 
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have not opened it, nor mil till to-morrow, when 1 
promise myself a thorough reading of it. The “ Pleasures 
of Memoiy ’’ was the first school present I made to Mrs. 
Moxon; it has those nice woodcuts, and I believe she 
keeps it still. Believe me, that all the kindness you have 
shown to the husband of that excellent person seems 
done unto myself. I have tried my hand at a sonnet in 
the Times ; but the turn I gave it, though I hoped it 
would not displease you, I thought might not be equally 
agreeable to your artist. I met that dear old man at 
poor Henry’s, with you, and again at Cary’s, and it was 
sublime to see him sit, deaf, and enjoy all that was going 
on in mirth with the company. He reposed upon the 
many graceful, many fantastic images he had created ; 
with them he dined, and took wine. I have ventured 
at an antagonist copy of verses, in the Athencmm^ to 
Am, in which he is as everything, and you as notMng. 
He is no lawyer who cannot take two sides. But I am 
jealous of the combination of the sister arts. Let them 
sparkle apart. What injury (short of the theatres) did 
not BoydeU’s Shakspeare G^ery do me with Shakspeare 1 
to have Opie’s Shakspeare, Horthcote’s Shakspeare, light- 
headed Fuseli’s Shakspeare, heavy-headed Komney’s 
Shakspeare, wooden -headed West’s Shakspeare (though 
he did the best in Lear), deaf-headed Eeynolds’s Shaks- 
peare, instead of my and everybody’s Shakspeare ; to be 
tied down to an authentic face of Juliet I to have Imogen’s 
portrait ; to confine the illimitable ! I like you and 
Stothard (you best), but out upon this half-faced fellow- 
ship !’’ Sir, when I have read the book, I may trouble 
you, through Moxon, with some faint criticisms. It is 
not the flatteringest compliment, in a letter to an author, 
to say you have not read his book yet. But the devil of 
a reader he must be who prances through it in five 
minutes ; and no longer have I received the parcel. It 
was a little tantalising to me to receive a letter from 
Landor, Gehir Landor, from Florence, to say he was just 
sitting down to read my “Elia,” just received j but the 
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letter was to go out before the reading. There are 
calamities in authorship which only authors know, I am 
going to call on Moxon on Monday, if the throng of 
carriages in Dover Street, on the mom of publication, do 
not barricade me out. 

With many thanks, and most respectful remembrances 
to your sister, 

Yours, 0. Lamb. 

Have you seen Coleridge’s happy exemplification in 
English of the Ovidian Elegiac metre 1 

In the Hexameter rises the fountain’s silvery current, 

In the Pentameter aye faUing in melody down. 

My sister is papering up the book, — careful soul 1 


To MARY BETHAM. 

Jantmry 24, 1884, 

Letter OOCOLVIIL] Church Strcst, Mmontm. 

Dear Mary Betham — I received the Bill, and when it is 
payable, some ten or twelve days hence, will punctually do 
with the overplus as you direct : I thought you would 
like to know it came to hand, so I have not waited for the 
uncertainty of when your nephew sets out I suppose 
my receipt will serve, for poor Mary is not in a capacity 
to sign it. After being well from the end of July to 
the md of December, she was taken ill almost on the 
first day of the Hew Year, and is as bad as poor creature 
can be, I expect her fever to last 14 or 16 weeks-- 
if she gets well at aU, which every successive illness 
puts me in fear of. She has less and less strength to 
throw it off, and they leave a dreadful depression after 
them. She was quite comfortable a few weeks since, 
when Matilda came down here to see us. 

You shall excuse a short letter, for my hand is un- 
steady. Indeed, the dtuation I am in with her shakes 
me sadly. She was quite able to appredate the kind 
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legacy while she was well. Imagine her kindest love to 
you, which is hut buried awhile, and believe aU the good 
wishes for your restoration to health from 

0. Lamb. 

Miss Mary Botham, 

to the care of Sir Wm. Botham, 

Record Tower, Dublin. 


To Miss FRYER. 

Lbttbe CCOOLIX.] February 14, 1834. 

Dear Miss Fryer — ^Your letter found me just returned 
from keeping my birthday (pretty innocent !) at Dover 
Street. I see them pretty often. I have since had 
letters of business to write, or should have replied earlier. 
In one word, be less uneasy about me ; 1 bear my privar 
tions very well ; I am not in the depths of desolation, as 
heretofore. Your admonitions are not lost upon me. 
Your kindness has sunk into my heart. Have faith in 
me ! It is no new thing for me to be left to my sister. 
When she is not violent, her rambhng chat is better to 
me than the sense and sanity of this world. Her heart 
is obscured, not buried ; it breaks out occasionally ; and 
one can discern a strong mind struggling with the billows 
that have gone over it. I could be nowhere happier than 
under the same roof with her. Her memory is unnatu- 
rally strong ; and from ages past, if ire may so call the 
earliest records of our poor life, she fetches thousands of 
names and things that never would have dawned upon 
me again, and thousands from the ten years she lived 
before me. What took place from early girlhood to her 
coming of age principally lives again (every important 
thing, and every trifle) in her brain, with the vividness 
of real presence. For twelve hours incessantly she will 
pour out without intermission all her past life, forgetting 
nothing, pouring out name after name to the Waldens, 
as a dream; sense and nonsense; truths and errors 
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huddled together; a medley between inspiration and 
possession. What things we are 1 I know you will bear 
with me, talking of these things. It seems to ease me, 
for I have nobody to tell these things to now. Emma, I 
see, has got a harp 1 and is learning to play. She has 
framed her three Walton pictures, and pretty tliey look. 
That is a book you should read ; such sweet religion in 
it, next to Woolman’s, though the subject be baits, and 
hooks, and worms, and fishes. She has my copy at pre- 
sent, to do two more from. 

Very, very tired 1 I began this epistle, having been 
epistolising oR the morning, and very kindly would I 
end it, could I find adequate expressions to your kind- 
ness. We did set our minds on seeing you in Spring. 
One of ufl will indubitably. But I am not skilled in 
almanack learning to know when Spring precisely begins 
and ends. Pardon my blots ; I am glad you like your 
book. I wish it had been half as worthy of your accept- 
ance as John Woolman. But ^tis a good-natured book. 


To WILLIAM WOBDSWORTH. 

Ohurch Slre^^ 

Lbti'ER COCCLX.] February 22, 1834. 

Dear Wordsworth — I write from a house of mourning. 
The oldest and best friends I have left are in trouble, 
A branch of them (and they of the best stock of God^s 
creatures, I believe) is establishing a school at Carlisle ; 
Her name is Louisa Martin; her address, 75, Castle 
Street, OarMe ; her qualities (and her motives for this 
exertion) are the most amiable, moat upright For thirty 
years she has been tried by me, and on her behaviour I 
would stake my soul. 0, if you can recommend her, 
how would I love you — I could love you letter 1 Pray, 
pray, recommend her. She is as good a human creature, 
— ^n^t to my sister, perhaps, the most exemiplary female 
I ever knew. Moxon telk me you would like a letter 
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from me ; you shall have one. This I cannot mingle up 
with any nonsense which you usually tolerate from C. 
Lamb. Need he add loves to wife, sister, and aU 1 Poor 
Mary is ill again, after a short lucid interval of four of 
five months. In short, I may call her half dead to me. 
Good you are to me. Yours with fervour of friendship, 
for ever. 0. L. 

If you want references, the Bishop of Carlisle may be 
one. Lomsa’s sister (as good as she, she cannot be 
better, though she tries,) educated the daughters of the 
late Earl of Carnarvon, and he settled a handsome 
annuity on her for life. In short, aU the family are a 
sound rook 


To THOMAS MANNING. 

Letter OOOCLXL] May 10, 1834. 

You made me feel so funny, so happy-like ; it was as 
if I was reading one of your old letters taken out at 
hazard any time between the last twenty years, ’twas 
so the same. The unity of place, a garden 1 The old 
Dramatis Personae, a landlady and Daughter. The puns 
the same in mould. Will nothing change you? 'Tis 
but a short week since honest Ryle and I were lamenting 
the gone-by days of Manning and Whist. How savouiiLy 
did he remember them ! Might some great year but 
bring them back again 1 This was my exclaim, and R. 
did not ask for an explanation. I have had a scurvy 
nine yeaxs of it, and am now in the sorry fifth act. 
Twenty weeks nigh has she been now violent, with but 
a few sound months before, and these in such dejection 
that her fever might seem a relief to it. I tried to bring 
her to town in the winter once or twice, but it failed. 
Tuthill lad me to expect that this illness would lengthen 
with her years, and it has cruelly — ^with that new feature 
of despondency after. I am with her alone now in a proper 
house. She is, I hope, recovering. We play Picquet, 
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and it is like the old times awhile, then goes off. 1 
struggle to town rarely, and then to see London, with 
little other motive — for what is left there hardly ? The 
streets and shops entertaining ever, else I feel as in a 
desert, and get me home to my cave. Save that once a 
month I pass a day, a gleam in my life, with Cary at 
the Museum (He is the flower of clergymen) and breakfast 
next morning with Kobinson. I look to this as a treat 
It sustains me. 0. is a dear follow, with but two vices, 
which in any less good than himself would be crimes 
past redemption. He has no relish for Parson Adams — 
hints that he might not be a veiy great Greek scholar 
after all (does Fielding hint that he was a Person 1)— and 
prefers Ye shepherds so cheerM and gay,” and ‘‘ My 
banks they are fhmished with bees,” to “The School- 
mistress.” I have not seen Wrights, but the faithfulness 
of 0., Mary and I can attest. For last year, in a good 
interval, I giving some lessons to Emma, now Mrs. 
Moxon, in the seme part of her Italian (I know no 
words), Mary pertinaciously undertook, being 69, to read 
the Inferno all thro' with the help of his Translation, 
and we got thro’ it with Dictionaries and Grammars, 
of course to our satisfaction. Her perseverance was 
gigantic, almost painful. Her head was over her task, 
like a sucking bee, mom to night. We wore k^ginning 
the Purgatory, but got on less rapidly, our great authority 
for grammar, Emma, being fled, but should have pro- 
ceeded but for this misfortune. Do not come to town 
without apprising me. We must all three meet aomahow^ 
and “ drink a cup.” 

Yours, 0. D 

Mary strives and struggles to be content when she u 
well Last year when we Mked of being dull (we had 
just lost our seven -years -nearly inmate), and Cary’s 
invitation came, she said, “Did not I say something or 
other would turn upl” In her first walk md of the 
house, she would read ev^ Auction advertisement along 
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the road, and when I would stop her she said, “ These 
are my Play-bills.” She felt glad to get into the world 
again, but then follows lowness. She is getting about 
tho’, I very much hope. She is rising, and will claim 
her morning Picquet. I go to put this in the Post first, 
I walk 9 or 10 miles a day, alway up tho road, dear 
London-wards. Pields, flowers, birds, and green lanes, I 
have no heart for. The bare road is cheerful, and almost 
as good as a street. I saunter to the Red Lion duly, as 
you used to the Peacock. 

T. Manning, Esq., 

Puckeridge, Herts. 


To Rev. JAMES GILLMAN. 

ifr. Wald&iCSi GJmrch Si/reet, 

Listtbe OOCCLXIL] Edmontorii August 5, 1834. 

My dear Sir— -The sad week being over, I must write 
to you to say that I was glad of being spared from 
attending ] I have no words to express my feeling with 
you all. I can only say that when you think a short 
visit from me would be acceptable, when your father and 
mother shall be able to see me with comfort, I will come 
to the bereaved house. Express to them my tenderest 
regards and hopes that they will continue our fiiends 
still. We both love and respect them as much as a 
human being can, and finally thank them with our hearts 
for what they have been to the poor departed. 

God bless you all, 0. Lamb. 


To Rev. H. F. CARY. 

LiTTEE OOOOLXni. ] S^teml&r 12, 1884. 

^^By OoPs plessmg we will not be absence at the 

grace.” 
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Dear 0. — We long to see you, and hear account of 
your peregrinations, of the Tun at Heidclburg, the Clock 
at Strashurg, the statue at Rotterdam, the dainty Rhenish, 
and poignant Moselle wines, Westphalian hams, and 
Botargoes of Altona. But perhaps you have seen, not 
tasted any of these things. 

Yours, very glad to chain you back again to your 
proper centre, books and Bibliotheca}, 

0. and hi. Lamb. 

I have only got your note jusfc now per negligentiam 
permigui Moxoni. 


To Mr. CHILDS. 

Monday. Church Mred, EdrmrUmi {not 
Enfield, as you erroneously dwed 
Letter OCCOLXIV.] yours.) [Septernbcr 15, 1834.] 

Dear Sir— The volume which you seem to want is not 
to be had for love or money. I witli difficulty procured 
a copy for myself. Yours is gone to enlighten tlie tawny 
Hindoos. What a supreme felicity to tlu) author (only 
he is no traveller) on the Ganges or Hydaaj^es (Indian 
streams) to meet a smutty Gentoo ready to burst with 
laughing at the tale of Bo-Bo 1 for doubtless it hath been 
translated into all the dialects of the East. I grieve the 
less, that Europe should want it I cannot gatlier from 
your lettec whether you are aware that a second series 
of the Essap is published by Moxon, in Dover Street, 
Piccadilly, called The Last Essays of Elia,*’ and, I am 
told, is not inferior to the former. Shall I order a <?opy 
for you 1 and wdl you accept it 1 Shall I imd^ you, at 
the same time, my sole copy of the former volume (Oh ! 
return it) for a month or twol In return, you shall 
favour me with the loan of one of those Norfolk-bred 
grunters that you laud so highly ; 1 promise not to keep 
it above a day. What a frmny name Bungay is ! I never 
dreamt of a correspondent thmee. I used to think of it 
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as some Utopian town, or borough in Gotham knd. I 
now believe in its existence, as part of Merry England 1 
[Here are some lines scratched out^ 

The part I have scratched out is the best of the letter. 
Let me have youj commands. 

Oh. Lamb, alias Elia. 


To Rev. H. F. GARY. 

liErrBR OOCOLXV.] [Oetober 1834. J 

I protest I know not in what words to invest my 
sense of the shameful violation of hospitality which I was 
guilty of on that fatal Wednesday. Let it be blotted 
from the calendar. Had it been committed at a layman’s 
house, say a merchant’s or manufacturer’s, a cheese- 
monger’s or greengrocer’s, or, to go higher, a barrister’s, 
a member of Parliament’s, a rich banker’s, I should have 
felt alleviation, a drop of self-pity. But to be seen 
deliberately to go out of the house of a clergyman drunk ! 
a clergyman of the Ohurch of England tool not that 
alone, but of an expounder of that dark Italian Hierophant, 
an exposition little short of his who dared unfold the 
Apocalypse : divine riddles both ; and, without supernal 
grace vouchsafed, Arks not to be fingered without present 
blasting to the touchers. And then, from what house ! 
Not a common glebe or vicarage (which yet had been 
shameful), but from a kingly repository of sciences, 
human and divine, with the primate of England for its 
guardian, arrayed in public majesty, from which the 
profane vulgar are bid fly. Oould all those volumes have 
taught me nothing better I With feverish eyes on the 
succeeding dawn I opened upon the faint light, enough to 
distinguish, in a strange chamber, not immediately to be 
recognised, garters, hose, waistcoat, neckerchief, arranged 
in dreadful order and proportion, which I knew was not 
mine own. ’Tis the common symptom on awaking, I 
judge my last night’s condition from. A tolerable scatter 
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ing on the floor I hail as being too probably my own, and 
if the candlestick be not removed I assoil myself. But 
this finical arrangement, this finding everything in the 
morning in exact diametrical rectitude, torments me. 
By whom was I divested 1 Burning blushes ! not by 
the fair hands of nymphs, the Buffain Graces 'I Eemote 
whispers suggested that I coached it home in triumph. Far 
be that from working pride in me, for I was unconscious 
of the locomotion ; that a young Mentor accompanied a 
reprobate old Telemachus ; that, the Trojan-like, he bore 
his charge upon his shoulders, while the wretched incubus, 
in glimmering sense, hiccuped drunken snatches of flying 
on the bats’ wings after sunset. An aged servitor was 
also binted at, to make disgrace more complete, one, to 
whom my ignominy may offer further occasions of revolt 
(to which ho was before too fondly inclining) from the 
true faith; for, at Idle sight of my helplessness, what 
more was needed to drive him to the advocacy of Inde- 
pendency 1 Occasion led me through Great Russell 
Street yesterday. I gased at the great knocker. My 
feeble hands in vain essayed to lift it. I dreaded that 
Argus Portitor, who doubtless lanterned me out on that 
prodigious night. I called the Elginian marbles. They 
were cold to my suit. I shall never again, I said, on the 
wide gates unfolding, say, without fear of thrusting back, 
in a light but peremptory air, “I am going to Mr. 
Gary’s.” I passed by the walls of Balelutha. I had 
imaged to myself a zodiac of third Wotlntmlays irradiat- 
ing by glimi^es the Edmonton dulness. I dreamed of 
Highmore ! I m de-vited to come on Wednadaya Vil« 
lanous old age, that, with second childhood, briiip linked 
hmdi in hand her inseparable twin, new inexjicrlenoe, 
which knows not ^ects of liquor. Where I wm to have 
sate for a sober, middle-ag^-and-a-hdf gentleman, literaiy 
too, the neat :^gered sortist can educe no notloiii but of 
a dissolute Sffenus, lecturing natural philosophy to a 
jeering Ohromius, or a Mnasilus, Pudet. From the 
context gather the lost name <ff , 
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Letter CCCCLXYL] [October 18, 1834.] 

Dear Sir — ^The unbounded range of munificence pre- 
sented to my choice, staggers me. What can twenty 
votes do for one hundred and two widows ! I cast my 
eyes hopeless among the viduage. F.B . — Southey might 
be ashamed of himself to let his aged mother stand at 
the top of the list, with his £100 a year and butt of 
sack. Sometimes I sigh over No. 12, Mrs. Oarve-ill, 
some poor relation of mine, no doubt. No. 15 has my 
wishes, but then she is a Welsh one. I have Euth upon 
No. 21. rd tug hard for No. 24. No. 25 is an anomaly; 
there can be no Mrs. Hogg. No. 34 ensnares me. No. 
73 should not have met so foolish a person. No. 92 
may bob it as she likes, but she catches no cherry of me. 
So I have even fixed at hap-hazard, as you’ll see. 

Yours, every third Wednesday, 0. L. 


To Mbs. DYER. 

Letter OOCOLXVII.] December 22, 1884. 

Dear Mrs. Dyer — I am very uneasy about a Booh^ 
which I either have lost or left at your house on Thursday. 
It was the book I went out to fetch from Miss Buffam^s 
while the tripe was frying. It is called “PhiUip’s 
Theatrum Poetarum,” but it is an English book. I think 
I left it in the parlour. It is Mr. Cary’s book, and I 
would not lose it for the world. Pray, if you find it, 
book it at the Swan, Snow Hill, by an Edmonton stage 
immediately, directed to Mr. Lamb, Church Street, 
Edmonton, or write to say you cannot find it. I am 
quite anxious about it. If it is lost, I shall never like 
tripe again. 

With kindest love to Mx. Dyer and all, yours truly, 

0. Lamb. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

1817-1823. 

Letter CXCVI (p. l).-~William Ayrton (1777-1858), Direc- 
tor of the Music at the King’s Theatre in 1816. Famous 
as an impresario and as a musical critic. He edited Charles 
Knight’s ifim'caZ Library ^ which did so much to popularise the 
best composers in this country. He was the first to produce 
Lon Oiovamii in England, in April of this year. 

The late Mr. Mellish. Mr. Mellish, of Enfield, for many 
years M.P. for Middlesex. He made a large fortune as an army 
contractor. Whether he ever committed himself to opinions 
on poetical matters I do not know. 

Letter CXOVII (p. 4). — Mr. Barron Field; bom 23rd 
October 1786 ; practised at the Bar for some years, going the 
Oxford Circuit. In 1816 he married and went out to Hew 
South Wales as Judge of the Supreme Court at Sydney. He 
returned to England in 1824, having resigned his post, and 
was afterwards appointed Chief-Justice of Gibraltar. See the 
Elia Essay, “ Distant Correspondents.” “ Botany Bay ” is now 
so much a matter of history that Lamb’s allusions to the 
criminal population, among whom he pictures his old friend as 
living, almost req^uire explanation. 

** So thievish 'tis, that the eighth commandment itself 
Scarce seemeth there to be ” 

is of course a parody of Coleridge’s lines in the ‘‘Ancient 
Mariner ” — 

“ So lonely ’twas that God Himself 
Scarce seemM there to be.” 

The reader will not have much difficulty in separating the 
“lies,” to which I^amb pleads guilty in the various pieces of 
VOX*, TT. Y 
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mtelHgenoe here transmitted, from the truths. If the Mitchell 
mentioned was Thomas Mitohell, the translator of Aristophanes, 
he did not die till many years later, and Mr. Thomas Barnes 
became the famous editor of the Timies instead of going to 
Demerara or Essequibo. George Dyer, on the other hand, was 
actually one of tlie six executors and residuary legatees under 
the will of Lord Stanhope. “Mr. Lawrey’^ was the Rev. 
Walter Lawry, a Wesleyan minister {Bibliotheca Oomv^. vols, 
1 and iii.). 

Lettek OXOVIII (p. 6). — We have left the T&mpU. Lamb 
and his sister had lived for about nine years in Mitre Court 
Buildings, and for about the same period in Inner Temple 
Lane. 

Letter CO (p. 8). — The Garden of Englcmd, Oovent Garden. 

Southey^ 8 curse. The Curse of Kehaiim, 

Coleridgds state and affairs. The new course of lectures, 
here spoken of as contemplated by Coleridge, were delivered 
early in the year following at a lecture-room in Flower de Luce 
Court, Fleet Street 

Letter CGI (p. 9). — This brief note is w^orth printing, be- 
cause it led to the remarkable evening at Hayden's, when 
Lamb met Keats, Wordsworth, and the Comptroller of Stamps, 
See Haydon's Bw/ries^ or my Memoir of LaM (Men of Letters 
Series), p. 86. 

Letter COII (p. 10). — W. H. goes on lecturing against 
W. W. Hazlitt’s Lectures on tlie English Poets, delivered at 
the Surrey Institution. 

Letter coin (p. 14). — The “books” here referred to are 
the collected edition of Lamb’s works in two volumes, published 
in 1818 by the Olliers. The letter to Southey that follows is 
also on the subject of the new publication. 

Letter OCV (p. 16). — The “ticket” here mentioned was 
apparently for two courses of lectures delivered by Coleridge 
in Deoemoer 1818 at the Crown and Anchor Tavern in the 
Strand. 

Letter CCYI (p. 17). — To John Chamh&rs, Mr. Chambers 
was a fellow-clerk with Lamb in the India House, and one of 
his most intimate friends in the office. This letter, formerly 
in the possession of the late Mr. George Bentley, of New Bur- 
lington Street, was first printed by me with his most kind 
permission. 'The circumstances under which this tissue of 
audacious invention and wildest humour was penned are not 



NOTES. 


323 


hard to divine. Mr. Chambers was clearly kept away from 
business by an attack of eczema, or some kindred affection of 
the skin, and Lamb, after a fashion of which there are many 
other instances, sits down to amuse the absent invalid by 
supplying him with material for a hearty laugh. The “ intelli- 
gence ” forwarded is of course the simplest romance, grounded 
in each case, we may suppose, on certain bodily or mental 
peculiarities in the office clerks respectively named. The 
anecdote of Mr. Bye’s sonnets and their resemblance to Petrarch 
has been so often quoted from this letter, though unpublished, 
as to have become already historical. The few notes that 
follow are taken from some memoranda supplied by the late 
Mr. H. G. Bohn, from whose collection the letter passed into 
the hands of Mr. Bentley. 

The letter is addressed to Mr. John Chambers, Leamington, 
Warwick. 

As Verni would say. Mr. Venn was an auctioneer. 

As D docs Itforc 12 d Clock. “ Mr. Dowley, who was 

clerk and office-assistant to Mr. Chambers.” 

Wadd amd Flumley. Wadd was son of a Kev. Dr. Wadd ; 
Plumley was the son of a silversmith on Ludgate Hill. Sydc 
was a clerk in the same office, familiarly called Old Jemmy 
Hyde. He claimed to be descended from Lord-Chancellor 
Hyde. Friend ‘‘eventually became chief clerk when the 
Company passed into the hands of the Government.” Bye^ 

another clerk in the same office, and held to be very stupid ; 
got into debt and was dismissed.” See Letter to Manning of 
28th May 1819. Mr. Bonn adds that “this letter is evidently 
complete although it ends abruptly and is not signed.” 

Letoee COYII (p. 20).—^ copy of *^Fdcr Bell:’ The 
verses to which Lamb here refers were those which J. Hamilton 
Eoynolds wrote and published a few days in advance of Wor^- 
worth’s “Peter Bell,” in ridicule of the poet. The squib, 
issued from the publishing house of Taylor and Hessey, bore 
on its title-page, Peter Bell : A Lyrical Ballad. “ I do affirm 
that I am the real Simon Pure.” It consists of some fifty 
stanzas, roughly imitated from the actual metre of Words- 
worth’s poem. It was furnished with a prose Preface and 
Appendix. The opening lines of the former may be cited as 
living some idea of the insolent spirit in which the whole 
d’ esprit was conceived : — “ It is now a period of one-and- twenty 
years since I first wrote some of the most perfect compositions 
(except certain pieces I have written in my later days) that 
ever dropped from poetical pen. My heart hath been right 
and powerful all its years. I never thought an evil or a weak 
thought in my life. It has been my aim and my achievement 
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to deduce moral thunder from buttercups, daisies, celandines, 
and (as a poet, scarcely inferior to myself, bath it) ‘ such small 
deer,’ ” etc. etc. etc. The verses that follow are composed by 
stringing together allusions to Alice Fell, Betty Foy, Harry 
Gill, and other names from Wordsworth’s best-known ballads, 
with phrases and mannerisms borrowed from the more mawkish 
of his earlier poems. It may be added that it was the pub- 
lication of this^'ni “ Peter Bell,” to which Wordsworth’s came 
second^ that explains Shelley writing a “Peter Bell the Third/* 

Eogers has hem re-writing your Po&nt of the Strid. Rogers 
wrote a poem on the same incident as that of Wordsworth’s 
‘ Force of Prayer : or, The Founding of Bolton Priory.” 
Rogers’s poem was called “ The Boy of Egremond,” and the first 
two lines of it — 

“ * Say what remains when Hope is fled ? * 

She answered, * Endless weeping.’ ” 

were, in some later editions of Wordsworth’s poems, prefixed as 
a motto to his “ Force of Prayer.” 

Mow do you like my way of writing with two inks? This 
letter was actually so written, in lines of black and red ink 
alternately. 

LettjEE OOVIIl (p. 22).— jTAa (Uadymns of Whmthamstmd. 
Lamb had relations in Hertfordshire, whore his grandmother, 
Mrs. Field, resided so long. See the Essay, “ Mackcry End iu 
H shire,” and notes upon it, in my edition of Mlia. 

Tommy Bye. See preceding letter to Mr. Chambers. Mrs. 
Gold was the married name of Miss Burrell, the actress. 
Manning was now once more in England after his long abHom*,e 
in China. This letter was addressed to him at Ware iu 
Hertfordshire. 

liETTjm OOIX (p. 24). — Mow yr&ud we mre fmre of the dedi- 
caMon. Wordsworth had just published his early poem “The 
Waggoner,” in compliance with Lamb’s request made in a 
former letter. It appeared, with a few shorter iioems, in 1819, 
with the following dedication to JLamh : — 

“My dear Friend^ — When I sent you, a few weeks ‘ The 
Tale of Peter Bell,* you asked ‘Why “The Waggoner” was 
not added ? * To say the truth, from the higher tone of imagina- 
tion, and the deeper touches of passion aimed at in the fomer, 
I apprehended this little piece could not accompany it without 
disadvantage. In the year 1806, if I am not mistaken, * The 
Waggoner’ was read to you in manuscript, and as you have 
remembered it for so long a time, I am more encouraged to 
hope that, since the looahries on which the |wem partly depends 
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did not prevent its being interesting to you, it may prove 
acceptable to others. Being, therefore, in some measure the 
cause of its present appearance, you must allow me the gratifi- 
cation of inscribing it to you, in acknowledgment of the 
pleasure I have derived from your writings, and of the high 
esteem with which 

“ I am very truly yours, 

‘ ‘ W ILLIAM W OEDSWOBTH.” 

Benjcmm is the waggoner’s name. 

Mary Sahilla No'oello, The wife of Vincent Novello, the 
eminent composer and organist. 

Lbttbe OCX (p. 26).— This letter to Lamb’s old friend 
Joseph Cottle, publisher and poet of Bristol, has, I venture 
to think, an interesting history attached to it. This and 
the following two letters were first printed by Cottle in his 
Early BecolUdions of GoUridge, published in 1837. Cottle 
gave the date of the first two correctly (1819), but by some 
oversight dated the last of the three 1829. Recent editors have 
made the error complete by dating them all 1829. Accordingly, 
in the autumn of 1886, when engaged in arrangmg the Letters 
for the present edition, I was perplexed by this confrsion of 
dates, and could discover no internal evidence in the Letters 
themselves to resolve my doubts. A recent editor of Lamb’s 
Correspondence had confidently announced that the Collection 
of Likenesses of British Bards was a certain work called Effigies 
PoeHceSf being a set of portraits of distinguished English Poets, 
with short notices of their lives and works, which was not in 
fact issued till the year 1824. This work (the letterpress of 
which, issued anonymously, was by Barry Cornwall) only 
included poets already deceased, and therefore did not contain 
any portrait or notice of Joseph Cottle. When I had given up 
hope of finding any clue to the mystery, the actual volume 
indicated by Lamb came to light. It proved to be a copy of 
Byron’s English Bards cmd Scomi Bemewers^ profusely illusirated 
with engravings and drawing^ of the various poets and other 
literary characters occurring in the famous satire. My atten- 
tion was called to the copy by its containing, as its solitary 
water-colour drawing, a hitherto unknown portrait of Charles 
Lamb, by Mr. Joseph, A.R.A. ; but on examining the book 
further, I found that it contained also a pencil drawing of 
Joseph Cottle, evidently copied from a miniature. The date 
of the compilation, as given on a special title-page, was 1819, 
and the person by whom it was compiled, one William Evans. 
By inq[Uiring from the latest possessor of the volume, I dis- 
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covered that this Mr. Evans was Lamb’s old friend of that 
name, a colleajrae in the India House, to whom Lamb owed his 
first introduction to Talfourd. Here then was beyond doubt 
the ‘‘particular friend” who was making a selecticn of tiie 
“Likenesses of Living Bards.” That Lamb was perfectly well 
aware of the use Mr. Evans proposed to make of the portraits in 
question we cannot doubt ; and we can imagine with what 
^aracteiistio equanimity he was allowing his own portrait to 
appear in illustration of lines by Byron quite as scornful as 
those in which poor Cottle was described. As Joseph Cottle, 
however, might not have received the intelligence with the 
same philosophic calm, Lamb did not think it necessary to 
inform his old friend of the precise destination of his portiait. 
Since I made known these facts in the columns of the 
Mr. Evans’s volume has passed into the keeping of the British 
Museum. 

Lbttee COXI (p. 27).— daughUr of Joseph’ 9^ ILA, The 
name of Mr. Joseph’s daughter is appended to several of 
the drawings in Mr. Evans’s volume, but by some oversight not 
to the likeness of Joseph Cottle, which was a copy from a 
miniature by Branwhite of Bristol. Mr. Joseph was an associate 
only of the Royal Academy. He never attained the full rank 
of R.A. 

Yow better favowTy “In oonsecj^uenoe of 

this application,” Cottle tells us, referring to the preceding 
letter of Lamb’s, “I sent C, Lamb a portrait by Branwhite, 
and enclosed for his acceptance the second part of my Messiah ” 
Cottle had published the first jiart of this Epic, “in twenty - 
four books,” four years earlier. Lamb, as usual, hits with 
unerring skill one of the few lines in the dreary waste of com- 
monplace that have some felicity of diction. Cottle had ruined 
the effect of the musical couplet — 

“ The wiHowy brook was there, but that sweet soiuul ~ 

When to be heard again on earthly ground f ” 

by adding the feeble lines— 

“ (While sorrow gave th’ involuntary tear), 

Had ceased to vibrate on our listening ear,” 

Letter 00X11 (p. 28).— Co tide’s Fali of in 

twenty-four books, was published in 1811. 

Anything you should wrUe against Lord Byron. Cottle had 
evidently informed Lamb of his “ la:|)ostuktory Epislle to 
Lord Byron ” — composed and published after the publication of 
the first two cantos of B<m Jucm, Of this effiision, in rhymed 
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couplets, tlie following few lines may be given as a fair 
sample : — 

** Sunk, but not lost, from dreams of death arise ! 

No longer tempt the patience of the skies I 
Confess, with tears of blood, to frowning Heaven 
The foul perversion of Bis talents given 1 
Eetrace thy footsteps 1 Ere the wish be vain 
Bring back the erring thousands in thy train ! 

Let none, at death, despairing charge on thee 
Their blasted peace, in shuddering agony ! 

Their prop, their heart’s last solace, rent away 
That one long night might quench their P&rfect Bay." 

Letter COXIII (p. 29). — ^Talfourd assigned this note to the 
year 1829, but it certainly belongs to the year 1819, for Cole- 
ridge’s sonnet referred to, “ Fancy in Nubibus : or the Poet in 
the Clouds,” was first printed in Blackwood^a Magazine in 
November 1819, and this copy was evidently sent to Lamb in 
manuscript and before publication. For the better enjoyment 
of this humorous letter I make no apology for reprinting the 
poem : — 

“01 it is pleasant, with a heart at ease, 

Just after sunset, or by moonlight skies, 

To make the shifting clouds be what you please. 

Or let the easily persuaded eyes 
Own each quaint likeness issuing from the mould 
Of a friend’s fancy j or with head bent low 
And cheek aslant see rivers flow of gold 
’Twixt crimson banks ; and then a traveller, go 
From mount to mount through Cloudland, gorgeous land ! 

Or, listening to the tide, with closed sight, 

Be that blind bard, who on the Chian strand. 

By those deep sounds possessed with inward light, 

Beheld the Iliad and the Odyssee 
Else to the swelling of the voiceful sea.’’ 

Letter CCXIV (p. 29).-.William Wordsworth, the third son 
of the poet, had just come to the school of the Charter ^(mse 
in Loncfon, and on this Wednesday half-holiday the Lambs had 
asked him to dinner. . 

A certain preface about iTmginahon. The aUusion is to 
Wordsworth’s own lines in ** The Leech-Gatherer,’’ cited by him 
in the Preface to the 1815 edition of his Poems 

“Like a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a sh^ 

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itselfi” 
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It is perhaps impertinent to point out the exquisite allusion to 
the poet having ^‘ever been on Westminster Bridge.** 

Lbttbe coxy (p. Z2).So7m of Lloyd' b Him mi you. The 
^‘Stanzas addressed to * * in Lloyd's JDmuUory Thotighis 
in London^ written this yeai*. 

Ca^el Left's. A sonnet dated from Manchester and signeil 
0. L. had just appeared in a newspaj>er. 

Your memm sonnet was Coleridge's sonnet, Fancy in 
Nubibus—a sonnet composed on the 8ea»coa8t,’' which appeared 
in Blackwood's Magamm of November 1819. In the same 
number there is a note on Sir Thomas Brown© l)y Coleridge, l)ut 
not contributed by him. It is signed G. J. 

Lbttbe COXVI (p. 88). — I have included this fragment of a 
letter because all Lamb’s opinions of oontemporary poetry are 
worth preserving. Wordsworth's ** Duddon *’ sonnets had l>©en 
published this year, and with them ** Dion,” ** Artegal and 
Endure,*’ ‘‘The Pass of Kirkstono,” “The Longest Day," and 
others. 

Lbttbes OCXVIII and OOXIX (p. 84). -—These letters were 
first printed in Mrs. Mathews’s Memoir of her Huslmnd in 1889 
(vol. lii. p. 192). As they imply, Charles and Mary Ijamb had 
been invited to meet Charles Mathews, the elder, and his wife 
at the Gillmans*. Mrs. Mathews ^ves an account of the dinner, 
from which the following skoten of Lamb’s outward man is 
worth preserving: — “Mr. Lamb’s first approach 'was not pre- 
possessing. His figure was small and mean ; and no man 
certainly was ever less beholden to his tailor. His ‘ bran ’ now 
suit of black cloth (in which he affected several times during 
the day to take great pride, and to cherish as a novelty that he 
had long looked for and wanted) was drolly contrasted with 
his veiy rusty silk stockings, shown from his knees, and his 
much too larw thick shoes without polish. His shirt rejoiced 
in a wide ill-;^ited MIL and his very small, tight, white neck- 
cloth was hemmed to a fine point at the ends tnat formed part 
of the little bow. His hair was black and sleek, but not formal, 
and his face the gravest I ever saw, but indicating great intellect, 
and resembling very much the portraits of King Charles 1. M r. 
Coleridge was v«nr anxious about hisjsc^ I^mns first impressiem 
upon my husband, which I believe his friend saw ; and guess- 
ing that he had been tatolled, he mdsohievously riisolvod to 
thwart his panegyrist disappoint the strangers, and altogether 
to upset the suspected plan of showing him off." 

Master Mathew^ a <maracter in Ben Jonson’i Mtery mm in 
Ms SPumour. 
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Lettee OCXX (p. 84). — Mr. Collier had published in 1820 
his “Poetical Decameron: or, Ten Conversations on English 
Poets and Poetry, particularly of the reigns of Elizabeth and 
James I.’' ; and this is the work now acknowledged by Lamb. 
The discoveries about Twelfth Night were only as to the origin 
of the plot being found in a novel by Barnaby l^ch. The 
reference to the comedy and its performance at the Temple in 
Manningham’s Diary , had not as yet been discovered by Mr. 
Collier. Lamb’s allusion to Osrades is very curious. I feel 
no doubt that this is what he wrote in the letter, and that 
it was his imperfect recollection of the actual name, Rosader, 
the character corresponding to Shakspeare’s Orlando in Lodge’s 
RosaZindi the novel on which Shakspeare built his As You 
Like It, The speech of Rosader in addressing the Duke and 
company in the forest is one of those cited by Mr. Collier 
(vol. ii. p. 174). It begins, “Whatsoever thou be that ai't 
maister of these lustie squires, I salute thee as graciously as a 
man in extreme distresse may : knowe that I and a fellow Mend 
of mine are here famished in the forrest for want of food : perish 
we must, unless relieved by thy favours.” 

The cha/racter of the Ass. A sixteenth century tract entitled 
“The Nobleness of the Ass,” discussed by Mr. Collier’s three 
“ Friends in Council,” is here referred to (i. 168). Lamb con- 
tributed a short notice of it to his friend Hone’s Every-Day 
Book. See Mrs. Leimter's School^ etc., p. 298. 

7%e lim you ccmnot appropriate. The line was— 

“ And weep the more because I weep in vain ” ; 

from Gray’s sonnet on the death of his friend West. 

You will find last poem hut one. Morton, one of the 
speakers in Mr. Collier’s Decameron^ instances Sir P. Sidney 
and an epitaph written on him by Sir Walter Raleigh, in which, 
according to Harrington, he is called “The Scipio and the 
Petrarke of our time,” 

IjBTTBK OOXXI (p. 86). The “ beautiful lines ” here referred 
to were a copy of verses published in the London Magazine for 
August 1821, signed “ OTen.” They were entitled “Epistle to 
Elia: suggested by his Essay ‘Molle atque facetum ’ on New 
Year’s Eve.” Lamb’s essay had appeared in the number of 
the Magazine for the preceding January. See Essays of Elm^ 
pp. 37 and 385. The poem was a giuve protest against the 
despondent and sceptical tone of Lamb’s speculations on a 
future state of being. It is too long to give in its entirety, 
extending to nearly two hundred lines, but an extract may be 
cited in proof of the eloquent earnestness of the remonstrance. 
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Speaking of the vagueness of Lamb’s imaginings of the life to 
come, the writer goes on : — 

“ No I never dream it : 

If thou but think this error, 0 redeem it. 

The same that shadowed the green, leafy della, 

And gave them music sweeter than ih^ bdL% 

Has furnished out thy Heaven by the sweet name 
Of Paradim. And thou, too, art the same : 

The soul that revelled in thy Burton’s page 
Shall be alive with thee ; the bard and sage 
Thou lovedst here, they wait but thy arrival ; 

Thy death shall be a sleep, a self-survival. 

Yea, thou shalt stand in pause when thou hast set 
Thy foot upon heaven’s threshold, and beget 
Effaced remembrances of forms and times, 

Greetings and partings in these earthly climes : 

And there shall come a rush upon thy brain 
Of recollected voices, a sweet pain 
Of sudden recognition j gentle stealings 
Of wakened memory-deep, voluptuous feelings, 

Pressures and kisses, that shall make thee start 
At thy own consciousness, and own, Thou art” 

Lamb, it will be seen, conjectured that the lines might be by 
James Montgomery. They were by the late Sir Charles Elton, 
of Olovedon Court, a frequent contributor at that time to the 
London Magadno^ and were included by him in a volume, Boy- 
hoody and other PooTns, published in 1835. 

This letter is doubly interesting, as revealing the origin of 
Lamb’s famous signature. There is no suiRoient reason for 
supposing the explanation fictitious ; and Mr. LowelFs con- 
jecture that Lamb owed it to the Bpistolm Ho-Mlianm of James 
Howell cannot seriously be entertained. 

Letter OOJCXII (p. 87). — ^The first of a serief* of letters 
to Oowden Clarke, which Mrs. Oowden Clarke most kindly 
placed at my disposal. It need hardly be explained that Mrs. 
Clarke was a daughter of Yincent Novello. Lamb was living 
just now in country lodgings at Dalston, and wm not witdun 
easy reach of Leigh Hunt at Hampstead. 

Letter OCXXIY (p. 89). — The first sketch of the famoiiii 
** Roast Pig ” Essay, which apj^eared in the Lotid&n Magmim of 
the following September. 

Letter OOXXY (p. 41). — Poor John's Im. Lamb’s elder 
brother, John, hid med in November of the previous year. 
Oaptmn Burney died in the same montii. 
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The foul emhcmter letters four do form his name/ 

The quotation is from Ooleridge^s poem, “Fire, Famine, and 
Slaughter,” where it is a paraphrase for Pitt. Here it is cer- 
tainly intended for Joseph Hume, who had already established 
his fame as an Economical Beformer, and who the year before 
had cut down the salaries of the Distributors of Stamps, which 
directly affected Wordsworth. 

JBusirane is the name of an enchanter in the Fairy Queen. 
Hume was engaged in attacking the salaries, pensions, and 
superannuation allowances of the public service generally. 

Milton hangs over my fireside. The portrait of Milton had 
come into Lamb’s possession through the death of his brother 
John. 

My meeting with Dodd. See the Essay on “ Some of the Old 
Actors,” then just printed in the Londm. The fortunes of 
this magazine were already waning. 

LE’rTEE CCXXVI (p. 43 ). —The Nurriberer of the People. Mr. 
Bickman first organised the machinery for taking the decennial 
census. 

LErrKR COXXVIII (p. 44). — John Clare (1793-1864), the son 
of an agricultural labourer in Northamptonshire. He had pub- 
lished, through Taylor and Hessey, Poems, descriptive of Rural 
Life and Scenery ; and later in the same year (1821), The Village 
Minsird, and other Poems. These are the volumes, doubtless, 
which are acknowledged in this letter. Clare’s verse appeared 
from time to time in the Lordon Magasdne, through which 
association he and Lamb had become acquainted. 

The * ‘ sonnet ” in the London for August referred to by Lamb 
was unsigned. 

Since 1 saw you 1 have been in France. Charles and Mary 
Lamb left London in the middle of June 1822 for a holiday in 
Paris. They wore for a while the guests of James Kenney, the 
dramatist, at VerHailles. From an entry in Crabb Robinson’s 
Diary we learn that they travelled in company mth a French 
gentleman, and a nurse for Miss Lamb, in readiness for any 
return of her frequent illness. Charles Lamb was absent a 
month, but Mary Lamb remained at the Kenneys some time 
longer, returning to England on the 10th of Se^ember. See 
subsequent letters to Mrs. Kenney and to Barron Field. 

Lktibr CGXXIX (p. 4L).— Bernard Barton. This is the 
earliest of the interesting series of letters to the Quaker poet, 
of Woodbridgo, in Suffolk. Mr. Barton was clerk in the Bank 
of the Messrs. Alexander in that town. He was a contributor 
to the London Magaaim^ and Lamb had first met him at the 
hospitable table of the publishers, Messrs. Taylor and Hessey, 
who were in the habit of gathering their staff together at 
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periodical dinners. On one of these occasions Lamb had spoken 
playfully of the inconsistency of a member of the Society of 
Friends writing poetry, and out of a friendly remonstrance in 
reply there arose a correspondence, long carried on with the 
greatest satisfaction to both. For fuller information about 
Mr. Barton, I would refer to the short biography of him 
prefixed to a selection of his poems published after his 
death in 1849. The memoir, a model in style and feeling of 
what such a thing should be, is by the late Edward FitzGerald, 
who married Mr. Barton’s only daughter and child. “Napoleon,” 
with other poems, was the third volume of verse published by 
Mr. Barton. It had just before appeared. The sonnet here 
quoted is of course Lamb’s own. 

Lettee CCXXX (p. 46). — The original of this letter is 
in the possession of my friend, Mr. W. J. Jefferson of Folke- 
stone, whose mother was the Sophy of the letter. Mary Lamb 
had app^ently been asked to bring home a stray waistcoat of 
Orabb Robinson’s that he had left behind him in Faria, The 
allusions to the oow and the canary bird are to certain dis- 
turbers of Lamb’s sleep that existed at his Dalston lodgings. 
Little Sophy, a daughter of the Kenneys, was one of twin- 
sisters ; Lamb called her his little wife.’^ The allusion to the 
sixpence is surely to the old nursery rhyme 

“I love a sixpence, pretty, pretty sixpence, 

I love a sixpence dearer than my life— ” 

Letter OOXXXI (p, 47). — ^The following independent account 
of the visit to Talma was supplied to me l)y the late Mr. 
Edward FitzGerald ; — Lamb was staying at Paris with Kenney, 
when Talma invited them, with Howard Payne, to come and 
see an original picture of Shakspeare on an old pair of bellows 
which he had purchased for a thousand francs, and wldoh 
proved to he a well-knovm imposture, of which the great 
tragedian had recently become the victim. After admiring his 
supposed acquisition, the party announced their intention of 
seeing him that evening in the play of MogtdWf and invited 
him to sup with them afterwards, to which he assented, r^rab, 
however, could not at aU enter into the spirit of French acting, 
and in his general distaste made no exception in favour of hw 
intended guest This, however, did not prevent their mutual 
and high relish of each other’s character and oonversation, nor 
was any allusion made to the performance, till, on rising to go, 
Ta^a inquired * how he llkea it ? ’ Lamb shook hit head and 
smiled. ‘ Ah 1’ said Talma, * I was not very happy to-night ; 
yon must see me m * Incidit in Soylkra,^ mid Lamb, 

‘ qui vnlt vitare CharyDdim.* — ‘Ah! you are a rogue— a great 
rogue,* said Talma, shaking him csordlally by the hand as they 
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parted.” The Shakspeare portrait imposture is exposed in an 
article in Chamlers’s Journal of 27th September 1866 “Tim 
Apocryphal iu Portraiture. ” ’ 

Lamb’s description of Paris in this letter may well be supple 
mented by a few notes written for his sister’s guidance after his 
own return to England. He advises her to walk along the 
“Borough-side of the Seine,” where she would find a mile and 
a half of pnntshops and bookstalls. “Then there is a place 
where the Paris people put all their dead people, and bring 
them flowers and dolls and gingerbread-nuts and sonnets and 
such trifles ; and that is all, I think, worth seeing as sights 
except that the streets and shops of Paris are themselves the 
best sight.” 

Letter OCXXXII (p. 49 ). — Tour letter and poem. The poem 
sent was Bernard Barton’s “Verses on the Death of Percy 
Bysshe Shelley,” just issued in pamphlet shape. SheUey had 
perished on the 8th of July in this year. The line taken in the 
poem was naturally one of solemn lamentation over the unhappy 
principles of the late poet. 

Leti'BR COXXXIII (p. 60). — Poor Godwin. “ The pecuniary 
troubles already mentioned assumed no serious form tiU the 
year 1821, nor did any real crisis arrive till the year 1822. The 
title to the proprietorship of the house in Skinner Street, of 
which Godwin held a long lease, was disputed, and an action 
for ejectment was brought against him. After considerable 
litigation the suit was finally decided adversely to Godwin’s 
interests. The results were an enforced move from SMnner 
Street, a claim for arrears of rent, which was wholly unlooked 
for, the disorganisation of the whole of the business which had 
been carried on with considerable and increasing success, and 
finally Godwin became bankrupt.”— (Kegan Paul’s William 
Oodwmi Ms Friends amd Contemporaries.) 

Le'I’TER OOXXXV (p. 51).— The first of a short series of 
letters to John Howard Payne, the American actor and play- 
wright. These letters appeared first, with comments by Mr. It. S. 
Chilton, in the Gentmy Magamie for October 1882. To Mr. 
Chilton and the Editor I am indebted for their kind permission 
to us© them. Mr. Payne lived much in Paris, where presum- 
ably Lamb made his acquaintance during his recent visit. 
Payne had a career of m:eat poverty and struggle, but later in 
life ms mad© United States Consul at Tunis, where he died in 
1852. Among his many dramas was Clarij the Maid of 
MUomj in which occurs the famous “Home, sweet Home,” set 
by Bishop. Lamb’s letters to him deal chiefly with some of 
Payne’s ch-amas ^en being performed in London. The “little 
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wife*’ at Versailles in the following letter is the Sophy Kenney 
of a preceding letter to Mw. Kenney. 

LErrER OCXXXVn (p. — The proposed Dedication was 

for the first collected edition of the Elm Emmjs^ tniblished early 
in the following year. It was, in accordance with Lamb's ** second 
tlioughts” here explained, not ultimately used. The **8ort of 
Preface ” which appeared in the fortiicoming number was the 
“ Character of the late Klia," by a Friend. 

Letter OOXXXVIII (p. 56).—- Mr, Walter Wils<m, an early 
friend of Lamb’s, was engaged lumn a Life t»f De Foe, and had 
written to Lamb for guidance. Wilson’s Momirs of th^ Lif^ and 
Times qf Daniel De Foe appeared in 182P. Immb supplied to the 
work an ^‘Estimate of De Foe’s Secondary Novels,” which is, in 
fact, an expanded version of the criticism contained in this 
letter, See Mrs, Lemder*s School^ etc. etc., p. B04. 

Letter COXL (p. 68).— This letter was written to Ml» 
Wordsworth, then on a visit to her brother, the Master of 
Trinity, at Cambridge. 

My new year's mmdcUimis. The memorable Kssay on ** New 
Yearns Eve.” Wliether the reference to the author of the 
Pleasures of Hope means that Lamb now believed the lines 
signed **01en” to have been by the jmet Camphell, is lumer- 
tain. Possibly it is only u jdayful allusion to his having him- 
self indulged in these “ Pleasures ’* in the essay in question. 

Mrs. Pam, our Cambridge fiend, Mrs. Paris, mother of 
the eminent physician of that name, was the sister of Lamb’s 
friend Ayrton. It was at her house that the Lamlm first mad© 
■^eir acquaintance of Emma Isola, 

Letter CCXLI (p. 60). — The first of a series of letters to 
Mr, John Bates Dibdin, now for the first time priateti Mr, 
Bibdin was bom in 1798, and died on May 11, 18*18. He was 
the eldest son of Charles Dibdin the Younger, author of 
Young and of innumerable plays, |Kmins, aoags, ©to., 

and a grandson of Charles Dibdin, th© nautloal song« writer 
and composer. John Bates Dibdin held a ckrkthlp in the 
office of Messrs. Eailton, Eankin, and Co., Morclianti, in the 
Old Jewry. He for several yearn edited the Earmnan Mam^ 
tmm. He went to Madrira in the hop® of ri-estaoliiliing ais 
health, but shortiy after his return to Knglaiid diet! of con- 
sumption. I. am indebted for this information to hit netdiew, 
Mr. jRobert W. Dibdin, who has most kindly placed the original 
letters in Ms possession at my disposal. To liim I am fhrther 
obliged for the following interesting account of Lamb’s in- 
troduction to his uncle. The account is mainly in th© words 
of a sister of John Bates Dlbdla who iurrived him Hll quite 
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recently. It fully explains tlie allusions in tlie present letter. 
Miss Dibdin (Mrs. Tonna), after mentioning that slie bad visited 
Lamb at Islington, writes My brother, who took me there 
had become very intimate with him, after a previously some- 
what long acquaintance. He was himself engaged in the 
city, and had constant occasion to conduct the giving or taking 
of cheques, as it might be, at the India House. There he 
always selected the * little clever man* in preference to the 
other clerks. At that time the JEZici JSssccys were appearing in 
print. No one had the slightest conception who ‘Elia’ was. 
He was talked of everywhere, and everybody was trying to find 
him out, but without success. At last, from the style and 
manner of conveving his ideas and opinions on difierent 
subjects, my brother began to suspect that Lamb was the 
individual so widely sought for, and wrote some lines to 
anonymously, sending them by post to his residence, with the 
hope of sifting him on the subject. Although Lamb could not 
know who sent him the lines, yet he looked very hard at the 
writer of them the next time they met, when he walked up, as 
usual, to Lamb’s desk in the most unconcerned manner, to 
transact the necessary business. Shortly after, when they 
were again in conversation, something dropped from Lamb’s 
lips which convinced his hearer, beyond a doubt, that his 
suspicions were correct. He therefore wrote some more lines 
(anonymously, as before), beginning — 

‘I've found thee out, 0 Elia !' 

and sent them to Oolebrook Eow. The consequence was that 
at their next meeting Lamb produced the lines, and after much 
laughing, confessed himself to be Mia. This led to a warm 
friendship between them.” 

The present letter was evidently written by Lamb on the 
occasion of this mutual disclosure. Mr. Dibdin had signed 
his poetic appeals to Elia with only the letter “D.” Lamb’s 
assumption that his new friend’s Christian name was Timothy 
is, of course, purely gratuitous. 

Lbttbe OOXLII (n. 61).— Mr. Bruton was a farmer in 
Hertfordshire, and a distant connection by marriage of Lamb. 
See letter of Lamb to Manning, May 1819, “How are my 
cousins, the Gladmans of Wheathamstead, and farmer Bruton ? 
Mrs. Bruton is a glorious woman.” These presents of pig were 
among the first-fruits of Lamb’s famous essay in the L(mdon of 
September 1822, 

Letter CCXLIII (p. 62).— “While Mr. Barton’s poetical 
labours affected his health, the first success of them for a time 
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disconcerted him with hia clerkship ; though neitiher injured 
health, nor hope deferred, ever overshadowinl his social good- 
humour, or discovered themselves in repining: nay, he even 
thought of quitting the bank and Woodbridg© alto^thor, and 
trusting to his pen for subsistence ; an unwise acheino in all 
men, most unwise in one %vho had so little authorly tiw^t as 
himself. From this, however, he was fortunately diverted by 
all the friends to whom he oomnmnicated hia design ” {Afetmir, 
by Edward FitzGerald). 

Lettbe CCXLV (p. 65). — Sewell. W. Sewell’s Iluiary qf 
the QiLoJcm^ 1725. 

AbbeypoTiy IHstory. Sara Coleridge published in 1822 a 
translation of Martin Dobrizhoffer’s Latin AccomU ^ the AH- 
poneSf a performance, in her father’s judgment, “unsurpassed 
for pure mother English hy imything I have read for a long 
time.” 

Mr. M^ford*8 plem. The Eev. John Mitford, Rector of 
BenhaR, Suffolk, poet and editor of poets, a neighbour and 
intimate friend of Bernard Barton. 

Lettke OOXLVII (p. 68). — AnmlUitm of In 

the Proloapre that Lamb wrote to Godwin*s play of FauUmer 
in 1807, he alluded to the circumstance of Godwin being in- 
debted to De Foe’s Jioxana. See Mrs, LdcmteFs School^ etc., 
p. 871, and Kegan Paul’s L^e qf Godwin^ ii. 162. 

Who wrote **QuarV The authorship of FhUip Qmrl is 
still, I believe, undetermined. 

Letter COXLVIII (p. 69). — **A XM&r to an Old QmiUmmn 
whose education had been neakded. *’ This j e,u d'mp^U of Lamb’s 
was ult±DQiately published m the Londmh Magawim of January 
1825. See Mrs. Leimt&r*8 School, etc., p. 250. 

I took up ScoU. OrUioal Mmays on the Fkglish Fmts, by 
John Soott, ih© Quaker poet of Amwell. 

I dined in Famassus. An account of this dinner is given 
by Thomas Moore in his Moore dves April 4 m the 

date of the dinner, so I^amb’s date is one of his not uncommon 
slips. Moore writes: — “Bined at Monkhouse’a, a gentleman 
I had nevM seen before, on Wordsworth’s invitation, who lives 
there when he comes to town. A singular party—Colaiidge, 
Wordsworth and wife, Rogers, Charles Iiamb (the hero at present 
of the Londm and his sister (the poor woman who 

went mad with him in tie Diligence on wte way to Paris), and 
a Mr. Robinson, one of the minora sidera of the oonateliatioa of 
the'Ukes. . . . Charles Lamb, a clever fellow certainly, but Ml 
of villainous and abortive puns, which he mi»o»ri« of every 
minute “(Moore’s Jimrmk, iv. 51). 
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of S” 

The Qmker incident . ; See Essay on “Imperfect Sympathies” 

{Elichi p. 76). 

Th* dUcovery of masting pigs. See also notes on this essay 
in nw edition ot Mta^ p. 406. 

SisfrM Naylm. James N aylor, one of the most fanatical 
of the disciples of George Eox ; shamefully persecuted by order 
of tlie Parliament in 1666. 

Eow did you like EaHUy^B somiets f Hartley Coleridge had 
published in the ZoTidon Magasme for February hia earliest 
sonnets, those addressed to his friend Robert Jameson. The 
first of these, here referred to, is the one beginning— 

When we were idlers with the loitering rills.” 

See Hartley Coleridge’s Poems, i. 6. 

1 hoTTOmd a seal of a friend. The friend was Barron Field. 
The letter to the “^eat man” was to Walter Scott, on occa- 
sion of the appeal in behalf of Godwin. 

Le'CTBR OOLII (m 76 ). — Tour predom present. A minia- 
tiire of Pope, which Procter had sent him. 

I ham dined with T. Moore. See preceding letter. Ho 
OOXIiVIII, p. 69. 

LKTruROOLIII (p. 76h — -Written to Miss Hutchinson (Mrs. 
Wordsworth’s sister), who was taking charge of an invalid 
relative, Mrs. Monkhouse, at Ramsgate. Lamb’s grave accusa- 
tions against his sister’s penmanship are merely playful. 
Note the delightful strokes of humour in this and the following 
letter—*' ‘Time ’ (as was said of one of us) ‘toils after us in 
vain.’ ” Johnson’s line on Shakspeare— “ Panting Time toiled 
after him in vain.” 

Mr. OruveUegm would appear to be Lamb’s facetious attempt 
to reproduce the name of Edward Quillinan, afterwards Words- 
wortn’a son-in-law. Lee Priory was the seat of Sir S. E. 
Brydges, the father of Quillinans first wife. 

Lbttbe COLiy (p. 78 ).— letter to the old gentleman. 
The parody on De Quincey’s Letters to a Yowng Mem whose 
MuMdim has hem Neglected. See previous letter to Barton 
of 5th March. 

JmiM Janus. “Janus Weathercock,” the now notorious 
Thomas Griffiths Wainewright (the forger and poisoner), had 
been on the reguhor staff of tne London Magcmne. 

LiTTiiE COLYII (p. 80).— This fragment of a letter to Charles 
TOL, II. Z 
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Lloyd was first printed in the volume of Barton^s Letters 
and Poems already referred to. Lamb's letter was written to 
Lloyd on occasion of roceivinpc from him a fresh volume of 
his poetry : PoeTns, by Charles Lloyd : London, 1823. Among 
them are ** lanes, written Feb. 6, 1822, on the death of Mary 
Lloyd, Mother of the Author " ; ** Stanzas on the Death of 
Mary Braithwaite, the third Sister of the Author” ; and others. 

Lbttee OCLVIII (p. 81). — 1 abused EastiTigs, The Elia 
Essay “The Old Margate Hoy” was written during Lamb’s 
sojourn at Hastings, and published in the Zandon Magazim 
of this very month, July 1823. In tho course of that essay he 
had, as he says, “abused Hastings.” Readers of Mia will 
remember the passage about “this detestable Cinque Port.” 
But, as will be seen. Lamb came to change his opinion of its 
merits. The small country church, here described, is the little 
church of Hollington, a mile or two out of Hastings. It evi- 
dently inspired Lamb’s fancy in a wonderful degree. He recurs 
to the subject in more than one letter of this period. 

SouZhey has attacked “ Mia.** See chap. vii. of my Memoir of 
Lamb in the Men of Letters Series. Southey's article appeared 
in the Qaa/rt&rly for January 1823. The Elia Essay “On 
Witches and other Hight Fears ” was the one specially chosen 
by Southey to point his moral. 

Letter CCLX (p. 88 ). — Yam kind sonnet. What sonnet 
this could have been I do not know. Barton had publiehed a 
sonnet to Elia in the Imidon of the previous February, be» 
ginning — 

“ Delightful author ! unto whom I owe 
Moments and moods of fancy and of feeling.” 

Barton included it in his volume PoeHe Vigik in 1824, It 
embodies some discriminating criticism. 

Mr. Oas^fthe LafUe-man.-^^ThQ first mention in these lettew 
of the Eev. H. F. Cary, the translator of Dante, and a fVtquent 
contributor to the Londmi Magcmne. He hatl a rtsidenee at 
the British Museum as Assistant- Keeper of Printed Books. 

Letter OOLXI (p. 85). —Hood was at this time on a visit 
to Hastings for his health. Lamb, who had himaelf boon there 
lately, wntes to instruct his friend as to umin^ the lions, among 
which the little chureh at Hollina^on again a|q)©ari. Tho 
reference to Stand^te Street is simply a practical joke. There 
is no such siareet in Hastings, and though great changes have 
been made in the nomenclature of streets and roads in that 
l^wn, the oldest inhabitemt recall no such name. 
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sang^ i% meads.'* Quoted incorrectly from Landor’s 
CfebiTy Book iv.— 

“ In smiling meads how sweet the brook’s repose 
To the rough ocean, and red restless sands.” 

Tom WoodgaU was a boatman at Hastings, under whose care 
Hood often enjoyed a sail. See the “Literary Reminiscences ” 
in Mood's Own. “Old Lignuin Janua ” in the opening of this 
letter would appear to be a Latin alternative for him 

IjKTTEE GCLXIH (p. 86).— Fotw Starums on Bloomfield." 
Tliis poem had been sent to Lamb on its appearance in the 
columns of a local paper, and when it was next printed in 
Baxton’s Bodio Vigils (1824) it was with certain modifications. 
That word “ Horkey,” for instance, which is the Suffolk name 
foi the Harvest Supper, had disappeared (probably in deference 
to Lamb’s objections), and the stanza in v^hich it occurred was 
recast ao as to admit of “ Harvest-Home ” instead. 

Hm happily you ham brought m his subjects . — 

“Girding the Old Oak Table round, 

Whose moral worth thy measure owns, 

Heroes and heroines yet are foxmd 
Like Abner cmd the Widow Jones. 

There G'ilb&rt Mddrvm's sterner tones 
In virtue’s cause are bold and free, 

And ev'n the patient sufferer’s moans 
In pain and sorrow plead for thee.” 

I meditate a letter to S.m the London." The famous letter 
to Southey appeared in the following month. 

Lkttee COLXVI (p. 89). — Mr. Dibdin had sent Lamb a 
sucking pig (yet another result of the memorable essay), and 
with it a miniature semblance of a pig worked in satin and 

sti'aw. 

/ my to Bouthey. A reference to the solemn and 
formal opening of his letter to Southey in the current number 

of tlio London Maganw. 

Lettbe OOLXVII (p. 90).— The Undness of your note. 
Southey’s letter is published by me for the first time in the 
notes to “Lamb’s Letter to Southey in the London Magamm" 
in a previous volume of this edition. The “Confessions of 
a Drunkard ” was a paper of Lamb’s contributed some years 
before to a compilation V Montagu, called ^ome Enquiries 

into the Effects of Fermented Liquors. By a Water Dn^er.^ 
In the Quarterly for April 1822 appeared an article on Dr. Reid s 
treatise on ** Hypochondriasis and other Nervous Affections. 



340 


LETl'ERS OF OHARLES LAMB. 


These “Confessions of a Dmnkard” were there referred to as 
“a fearful picture of the consequences of intemperance,” which 
the reviewer went on to say ** we have reason to know is a true 
tale.” 

Lettbe OOLXVIII (p. 91 ). — Thou wilt see a fumiy pcmage. 
See the Elia Essay “Amicus Redivivus,” and my notes there- 
upon, in pp. 281 and 418. 

Lettbe CCLXX (p. 94).-— Mr. W. Harrison Ainsworth, 
the future novelist, is here addressed. He must have lent I.*amb 
the works of William Warner, the Elizabethan poet, author of 
AlUm*s Bn^lomd, The only English version of Goethe’s Famt 
then accessible was Hayward’s. 

Ainsworth, a youth of eighteen, was as yet residing at Man- 
chester, where his father was a solicitor. He came up to London 
in the following year. 


OHAPTEE V, 

1824—1827. 

LbttbbOOLXXII (p. 97).— Thurtell, the notorious murderer 
of Mr. William Wears, “who lived in Lyon’s Inn,” was executed 
at Hertford on this day. It will be remembered that at his 
trial one of the witnesses enunciated the famous definition of 
Respectability. See Carlyle’s Works, pmsim, 

Lbttbe CCLXXIII (p. 99).— Pwr friend Taylor. The Rev. 
0. B. Taylor, curate of Hadleigh, Suffolk, author of various 
religious stories, now for^tten. 

jrour accownt ^ my hutclc-balHng. It had been proposed to 
admit Mia for circulation in a Book Club in Wo<Jdbridp, to 
which Barton and other Friends belonged, with the result here 
mentioned. 

I hem hem tnerry once or twice m*e now.** 

— Master Silence, in Mmry IV. Part II. 

Coleridgds hook. Aids to JdqflecUm, published in 1825. 
It consists lar^ly, as will be reraembered, of paasagM from 
Leighton’s wriSngs with Colerid^’s comments. 

The decision agedmt JTwnt. The Liberal : Fmm cmd Prase 
from the South, edited by Leigh Hunt in Italy, oontained in it» 
opendng number Byron’s “ Vision of Judjpoaent” The Consti- 
tutional Association filed a criminal information in the King’s 
Bench fox libel against John Hunt, the publisher. The case 
oame on January 16, 1824, and the defendant was ultima^Iy 
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fined £100, and required to give security for good behaviour 
for five years. 

Lettee CCLXXIV (p. Inenlla, or the Tempter,*^ a 

story by one of the brothers Ollier, who had published Lamb’s 
ooUeoted works in 1818. 

Lettek OCLXXV (p. 101).— FigUs:* A volume 
of verse by Bernard Barton, then in preparation. The motto 
finally chosen for the title-page was a stanza of Henry Vaughan, 
the Silurist — 

Bear night 1 this world’s defeat.” 

Lkttee OOLXXVI (p. 108). — In 1824, Mr. FitzGerald tells 
us, Barton “received a nandsome addition to his income from 
another q^uarter. A few members of his Society, including 
some of the wealthier of his own family, raised £1200 among 
them for his benefit ... It seems that he felt some delicacy at 
first in accepting the munificent testimony which his own people 
offered to his talents.” Lamb’s letter is in reply to one from 
Barton, consulting him on this matter. Lamb, it will be seen, 
overstates the amount contributed. 

Leitee CCLXXVIII (p. 106.)— This interesting letter is 
printed from the original in the possession of Mr. B. 
M ^George of Glasgow, who kindly placed it at my disposal. 
The letter arose out of the following circumstances, tfames 
Montgomery, the poet, had this year edited a volume of 
original prose and verse, setting forth the wrongs and suf- 
feraigs or the little chimney-sweepers, for whose relief a 
Society had been for some time labouring. The volume was 
entitled, The Ghimmy~Sv>eejp&r*8 Frimdi and Climbmg-Boj/s 
Album. Lamb had been invited to contribute a poem, but not 
finding time or inspiration, sent instead Blake’s verses, “The 
Chimney-Sweeper,’^ then all but unknown to the ordinary 
reMer of poetry. They appeared in Montgomery’s volume with 
this heading, “Communicated by Mr. Charles Lamb from 
a very rare and curious little work,” the very rare work being 
Blake’s Bonm ^ Innoomce. Bernard Barton, himself a con- 
tributor to Montgomery’s Album^ had there discovered these 
verses of Blake’s, and nad written to Lamb to ask questions 
concerning the writer of them. “ Is Blake a real name 1” was 
evldfmtly his wonder. It will he seen that even Lamb did not 
know Blake’s Christian name. 

Ymt rmmd ocpkidtimB of ihe Hdwe cmd the Letter. ^ Barton 
had received from some r^tives at Carlisle a portrait of his 
father, which had greatly pleased him, Barton describes it in 
a letter to hk fnmd Taylor, included in Mr. FitzGerald’s 
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Memovr, The picture of Lamb's father, her© referred to, has 
been engraved in Mr. Procter's Memoir ^ Lamb, 

Mis poems ha/oe been sold hitherto only in Manuscript Lamb 
obviously means that the Songs of Ififiocmm were not printed, 
but etched in writing-hand on the same plates as the draw- 
ings that illustrate them. As usual, Lamb was one of the first 
to recognise genius where the world in general only saw insanity. 

i%e Society with the affected 7ianu. ‘*Tlie Society for 
Ameliorating the Condition of Infant Chimney-Sweepers is 
the name of one Society, mentioned in Montgomery's book, 
having this philanthropic object. 

With the exception of an Bpilogue, This was an epilogue 
to Shakspeare’s Richard IL, performed by the family of Lamb’s 
friend, Barron Field. By the kindness of the late Miss M. L. 
Field of Hastings, I possess a copy of this epilogue, which will 
be found in its place, printed (I believe) for the first time, in 
Mrs, Leicester's School, etc. See note in that volume. 

So we ham lost another Lost, Byron had died at Missolonghi 
on the 19th of April. 

Lmtee OOLXXIX (p. 107).— Few mry pretty volume. 
Poetic Vigils, now at last published (1824). 

You have dmu Woolman injustice. In Home lines headed 
“A Memorial of John "Woolman, a Minister of the Gospel 
among the Quakers,” written in anapajstic verse. 

The piece on Nayler. **A Memorial of .lames Nayler, the 
Reproach and Glory of Quakerism.” 

LBn’KE OOLXXX (p. 108).— Fow?ip Arthur, A story in verse 
by Mr. Dibdin’s father, Charles Dibdin the Younger. Many 
of the interspersed lyrics are thoroughly graoeihl and mnsical. 

Just rdmnedfrom Botany Bap. Barron Field had this year 
rested his post of Judge of the Supreme Court at Sydney, 
and returned to England. 

Lbttbe OOLXXXI (p. 109).— Mr. Cary had sent Lamb his 
taranslation of the Birds of Aristophanes. 

Lbttbb OOLXXXII (p. 109).— Oir geUina a hmm omr your 
head. Kow, too, after having long lived in a house that was 
just big enough to eat and sleep ha, while h© was obliged to 
board with the ladies of a Quideer School over the way, he 
obtained a convenient house of his own, where he got his pic- 
tures and hooks about him ” (FitzGerald’s Mmmr). 

The album shaM he aUmded to. The album of Lucy Barton, 
to which the poem given in the succeeding letter was contri- 
buted. 

The Prometheus f tmbmmd, Mr. Mitford, Barton’s neigh- 
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hour and friend, had written to a local bookseller for a copy 
of Shelley’s Promethmis Unbound, and after some delay had 
received the answer that he was sorry the work was not to be 
obtained **in sheets.” 

A sonnet conceived and expressed with a witty delicacy. 
Shcdley’s lines hardly constitute a sonnet. Lamb refers to his 
Lines to a Reviewer,” beginning — 

“ Alas I good friend, what profit can you see 
Tn hating such a hateless thing as me ? 

There is no sport in hate where all the rage 
Is on one side.” 

A futiU effort in the next Number. The beautiful Essay, 

“ Blakeamoor in Hertfordshire,” was in the Londm Magazine 
for September 1824. 

Lkttke CCIjXXXIII (p. 111). — ^These verses were headed, 
when sent in this letter, **In the Album of Eannah Barton.” 
Lamb explains why he had assumed that Christian name. 

Lettee OOLXXXV (p. 114). — Mr. Procter (Barry Cornwall) 
was married to Miss Anne Skepper, the step-daughter of Basil 
Montagu, in October 1824. 

Lettiui CCLXXXVI (p. 115). — Mr. Monkhouse, a cousin of 
Mrs. Wordsworth’s, was tnreatened with consumption, and had 
been ordered by liia physicians to winter in Devonshire. Miss 
Hutcjhinson was staying at Torquay with the Monkhouses. He 
died early in the following year. 

liK/rrEit COLXXXVn (p. 117).— One of Mr. Mitford’s vases, 
which wore actually made in China and sent home, is now, 
through the friendly offices of Mr. John Loder of Woodbridge, 
in the Editor’s possession. 

Faufdkroy, the memorable banker and forger, was executed 
on November 80, 1824. 

LiTTBE COLXXXVni (p. 119).— -The book, transformed by 
the narvant-maid into “Luster’s Tables,” was (as will easily be 

guewed) lAdhtFs TdbUdedk. 

Lmtee OULXXXIX (p. 120).— Leigh Hunt was still with his 
family in Cenoii. See the allusion in the last sentences of 
letter. He did not return to England till late in the following 

year, 1826. 

Finmnlio is Vincent Novello. Lamb probably wrote Isa- 
htUa, but Mrs. Novallo’s name was Sabilla; Mr. Clark 
wa» Oliarle# Oowden Clarke, her son-in-law. The various 
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detaHs respecting the NoveUo family are l^re romance. The 
reference to the quite recent marriage of Procter (in October 
1824) further fixes the date of the letter. 

Irving has dedicated a hook to S. T, G, Irving^s ** Anniver- 
sary Sermon of the London Missionary Society/^^ nreaohed at 
Whitfield’s Tabernacle in May 1824, and published with a 
Dedication to Coleridge. The following is an extract from this 

Dedication; “ When I state the reason to be that you 

have been more profitable to my faith in orthodox doctrine, to 
my spiritual understanding of the Word of God, and to my 
right conception of the Christian Church, than any or all of 
the men with whom I have entertained friendship and conver- 
sation, it will perhaps still more astonish the mind and stager 
the belief of those who have adopted, as once I did myself, the 
misrepresentations which are purchased for hire and vended for 
a price concerning your character and works.’* See Mrs. 
Oliphant’s Life qflrvingf vol. i chap. ix. 

Letter CCXOI (p. 128). — The Ghmiadf a mock-heroic 
poem, by Charles Dibolin the Younger. The simile of the char- 
woman is a fair specimen of tlie whole, but (pace Lamb) is hardly 
up to the level of Hudibras. The volume sent was Comic TaZm 
and Lgrical Fa/ncus; including The Cheseiad, a mock-heroic, 
in five cantos, etc. etc. (London, 1826.) 

Letter CCXOII (p. 124). — De Quince^ $ * * Fmvdg, ” Lamb's 
“Letter to an Old Gentleman,** eta, already moi*e than once 
referred to as a parody of De Quincay’s tetter to a Toung Mm 
whose FdoMcUion has been FfegleMt, 

The *^JSbr?w.’* A paper of Lamb's, entitled ** A Vision of 
Homs,** rather poor ana forced, and on a dubious subject, 
was printed in the London Magmine for this month. 

The M&movr of Liston, See Mrs, Leimdm''s Sdhodt etc., p. 
268. It appeared, as did also the parody on De Quincey, in 
the London MoM^m for January 1826, 

In the md mmber I fignre as a Hmhgmnf lismb pub- 
lished a short paper, ** Unitarian Protests," directed against 
the conformity xo Church ceremonies by hk old Menas the 
Unitarians. 

1 home loMy vielced ^ cm epigram. The ©pigmm in question 
was by Henry Man, one of the clerks in the South-Bea House, 
when Lamb first knew tidat Institution. The two noblt earls 
were Lord Spenc«f Mid Lord Sandwich. Lamb refers to the two 
“forgotten volumes** by Man, in his Elia Essay, “Eecolkc- 
tions of the South-Sea House.’* The volumes were publishdl 
in 1802 ; Miscdtamous Works in Fm^m of the Me 

Eemy Man, The epigram is thare Man 'mm Deputy- 

Secretary at the South-Sea House in 1798, 
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liBTTBE COXCIV ( 5 . 126).-~2%a< ugly the ‘‘Yision 
of Horns before mentioned. 

Drmm on J. Bmiyan.*^ Refers possibly to some lines by 
Barton on seeing a portrait of John Bunyan, which were printed 
some time after in Major’s edition of the Pilgrim's Progressy 
with Southey’s Biography of the author. 

The seG07id Numher, Of the London Magcmm^ New Series. 

The queen qf the East Angles. Barton’s daughter, Luoy. 

Lettee COXOV (p. 127).— I saw Tuthill yest&migU. Lamb 
had been takinc medical advice as to his qualifications to retire 
from the India House, on the score of ill-health. 

Lettee COXO VII (p. 128).— See Lamb’s Elia Essay, “The 
Superannuated Man,” and the notes thereon, in my edition of 
Elia. The final release from his slavery came about on the 
last Tuesday in March. Two medical men, Tuthill, and Cole- 
ridge’s friend, Qillman of Highgate, gave him the necessary 
certificates. 

Letoee OOXOYIII (p. 181).— 

** The little bird that wings the sJcyT 

A random shot at Lovelace’s — 

“ Tlie birds that wanton in the air 
Know no such liberty.” 

Tdl me how vou Wee ** Barbara S,** See Essays of Elia 
(pp. 272 and 416). It appeared in the London for this month. 
The actual heroin© of the story was Fanny Kelly. 

Lettee COO (p. 188 ). — Coleridge has just finished his Prize 
Essay, ^fers to a paper by Coleridge, on the Prometheus of 
iiioliylus, read before the Royal Sooxely of Literature on the 
18 th of Mav 1825. 

My **hmm mmnmm*" What Falstaff calls this “con- 
atimption of tide purse.” Lamb had retired upon two-thirds of 
his sali^ ; hence the reference to his missing “thirds.” 

Lettee OCOI (p« 184), — My poor pittance in the ** London." 
The allusion is to the Elia Essay, ** The Convalescent,” in the 
Zondm Magadm for this monih. 

Fow book. Barton had sent Lamb his volume, PoemSf by 
Bernal Barton, 1820. It contains “Meditations in Great 
Bealinp Churchyard,” and the other pieces .referred to by 
Lamb. It is dedicated in’ some prefatory lines to Maria Hack, 
and the volume itself opens with ** Verses supposed to be written 
in a Burial-^ound belonging to the Sooiety of Friends,” in 
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which the “ baldness ” of the ground, as regards “sculptured 
monuments,^’ is apologised for, 

Awm KnigU- Mrs. Knight, a member of the Society of 
Friends, who kept a school at WoodMdge, was a dear and 
intimate friend of Bernard Barton and his daughter. 

Letter CCCII (p, 185). — This letter is in reply to oiuj from 
Coleridge, first printed in the “Literary EetniniseeucoB ” in 
Hood's Own. Coleridge had mot with the Odes ami Addresses 
to Great People, by Hood and his brother-in-law, J. H. 
Reynolds, but published anonymously, and had conjectured 
from internal evidence that the volume was by Ijamb. He 
wrote accordingly to tax Lamb with it. “ Yes, Master Charles, ” 
he writes, “you are discovered’^ ; and he ad(is, “the puns are 
nine out of ten good, the ‘Newgatory,* transcendent.” 

Letter CCCIV (p. 188). — Southey had sent Tiamb his Book 
qfthe Church (1824), and his poem, the 2'aie of Paraguay, just 
published (1826). The poem was founded upon inoidants in 
DobrizhofFer’s History of the AUpoms, translatod from the I^tin 
by Sara Coleridge three years before. Hence tlie “compliment 
to the translatress ” referred to by Lamb. In the thira canto 
of the poem, Southey, in describing Dobrizhollcr, proceetls 
thus ; — 

“ But of his native speech because well-nigh 
Disuse in him forgetfulness had wrought^ 

In Latin he composed his history ; 

A garrulous, hut a lively tale, and iVanght 
With matter of delight and food for thought 
And if he could in Mwlln’s glass have seen 
By whom his tomes to speak our tongue were taught, 

The old man would have felt as pleated, t ween, 

As when he won the ear of that great Empress Queen.” 

Southey’s poem was prefaced with a |votdical dedication to 
Ms little oar^ter, Edith May Southey, beginning*- 

“Edith I ten years are numbered since the day 
WMch ushers in the cheerful month of May, 

To us by thy dear bJbrth, my daughter dear, 

Washiest” 

The poem itself opens with an apostrophe to the discoverer 

of vaednation — 

“ Jenner 1 forever shall thy honoured name.” 

I ham a om-act farm to h aded ed the Emymarkd* 
Probably the Pawmrokmrs JOaugMm*, which happily wiw not 

desMnea to he performed. 
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(}. Dyer is in the heighi of an uxorious parodist. Aeoordine 
to Crabb Eobinson, ho married a laundress in Clifford’s Inn. 

Lbttbu CCCV (p. 141).— Fou have come off triumphemt 
loith Bartfwlomm Fair. In the Number of the Every -Day 
Booh for September 5, 1825, there is a long account of a personal 
visit to Ikrtholomew Fair, by Hone himself. 

Lmtbii CCOVI (p. 142).-~Thi8 playful note was printed by 
mo for the first time. The allusion to “flame-coloured” hose 
would seem to arise out of an indistinct association with Sir 

Andrew Aguechoek. 

Lf/itke COOVn (p. 142).«— Lamb was at this time contri- 
buting to the new Monthly Magazine his “Popular Fallacies.” 
They appeared between January and September in this year, 
and are the “Proverbs” referred to. See also the following 
letter. 

liKTTBii OOCIX (p. 148). — I got, ymr hook. Barton’s last 
volume of poems, Domtional Perm : fotmded on^ and illnstra- 
Hfhd Teaie of ^aripture. (London, 1826.) 

Unifoi'm m they are^ and untristorify'd. This last word is 
oertaiiily as Lamb wrote it, but what he meant by it, and from 
what ha formed it, I must leave to the critics to determine. 

The “ Spiritual Law ” is a short poem on the text “ But the 
wonl ii very nigh thee, in thy mouth and in thy heart, that 
thou may’st do it.” 

fFhipping the Greek drama upon the hack of Genem. In 
some verses on Abraham’s willingness to sacrifice Isaac, Barton 
had written— 

“ Brief colloquy, yet more sublime 
To every feeling heart 
Than all the boast of classic time 
Or Drama’s proudest art j 
Far, far beyond the Grecian stage, 

Or Poeiy’s most glowing page.” 

LETTFiii OOOX (p. 144). — “ The Mligion of tJm Actors.'*' A 
little papr tiy I^mb, printed in the new Mordhly Magcmm for 

May of this year. 

Lktteii 000X1 (p. 14d),— Few nephew's pleommt hook. 
Henry Nelson Cokridge published this year with John Murray, 
Sm in the Wed IfidUs in 1825, the nawative of a journey 

taken by thii young man in oompny with hii uncle for the 
benefit of his health. It contains pleasant and gra]^io descrip- 
tions of the various places visited, smd m written throughout m 
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i, mttj vdba» md tk ^ tone of mthm (mUnMiom Epitwmniina, 
wHcB no donbt M to Coloridgo’i strioturts on ite 
The style is curiously unlike Lamb’s, but exhibit* many signs 
of the influence of the SmtimmM Jtmrmy, m I^amb truly 
remarks. But the little volume ** saddeiti into oxoellimt sense 
towards the end, in a serious disou^ion of tha then burning 
question of West Indian Slavery. 

K Fanny Kelly. 

LbiteeCCOXV (p. 149 ).-*- 274 «fi^eae«# wkkhammpanmihm 
leU&r was obviousk the well-known etching on copjw by Mr, 
Brook Pulham, 'ftiis portrait was taken in and i« now in 
the possession of the India OlHce, 

Ltotbe OOOXVI (p. 150).— Mr. Diklin was staying at 
Hastings, as his delicate health often obllircd him to do, and 
was lodging at a kdcer’s, to which fact allusions will be dis- 
oovered in this and tihte following letters. The theme of the 
Ettl© church at Hollington is ai^n the subject of iuflnlte vatia- 
tiona “ Bluoher Eow " is a thing of the iiast, and has merged 
into a thoroughfare bearing a quite other name. 

The name of a pereonagc in a poem of Thomas 

Hood’s, 

Lbttibe OOCXVni (p. 158).— r^mb and his Mend Diklin 
were given to exchanging letters in rhyme. Tlie ** Dibdin 51 use ” 
seenas to have favoured, in vadous aegrec, all members of the 
family, and we find Lamb retorting that he too c»me of a 
poetical stock, and adducing his father, old John Iamb, the 
ioeel of the E^y on “The Old Beneheri of the Inner Temple.” 
See that l^ay, and my notes njvon it. Poor Diklin had 
apparmitiy allowed “plan,' sir” to rhyme to “stana” In the 
effusion which called forth this reply. “Small Bohemia,” or 
“Littie Bohemia^ remains to this day, I believe, the name of 
a diatiiot ouMde Hastings. 

Lettbe OOOXIX (p. 155).— rAe QmiUimu Hone’s 
Day Booh Lamb had pnblishdl some “Quatrains” to Hon® 
in til© which were reprinted in the 

Booh of July 9, Mon© appended to them a j>o®tio^ reply 

in the same numhw, hwfcded “ Quatortians. ” For Lamb’s veriis, 
see BomnSf Plw^, and Awp, p. 90. Tliey kgin* 

“ I like yom lad ywr book, iageniooi Hone f * 

Lettbe OOOXX (p. 150).— Aaotiier of tiiM© wild «id gro* 
tesqne eflfesions, writt» to Miuie the Invalid during his eaforodl 
loneliness at a watemg-plaoe. Mr. Bibdk’s nephtw Informs 
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me that Ms uncle was remarkable for his genuine piety and 
religious habits, which makes the banter even more exteavagant 
“Old Banking’’ was, of course, one of the firm in the Old 
Jewry, young Dibdin’s employers. 

IjBITBE CGCXXI (p. 168).— 0(iTTick plays. Lamb was 
laboriously goin^ through this collection, bequeathed by Garrick 
to tlie nation, lor the puraose of publishing selections from 
them in his friend Hone s TahU Book:. 

I may just refer to Lamb’s expression, dross matters,”— 
matters, that is, touching money. In previous editions of 
Lamb’s Letters, readings have varied curiously from “these 
matters” to “dress matters.” 

Lbttbe OCOXXII (p. 160).— JSpecmms. Mr. Mitford 
published this year hia Sacred Specimens: Selected from Ea/rly 
mig^h Poets. 

Hood's hooh is mighty dever. Whims and Oddities. Second 
Series. 

Lbttbr COOXXni (p, 161). — Talfourd misdated this letter 
by a year, placing it in 1826. “Poor Norris” was Randal 
Norris, Sub-Treasurer of the Inner Temple, and one of the 
earli^t and most loyal Mends of Lamb and his parents. He 
died this month, and was buried in the Temple churchyard. 
Norris was connected through his wife with the Hertfordshire 
village of Widford, which Lamb knew so well It a^'oined 
Blakeawar®. It is worth noting that in the Second Series of 
Slia^ published in Lamb’s lifetime, in 1883, this letter to 
Talfourd, with a few variations and the substitution of changed 
initials for the real names, was included as an essay, under the 
title of “A Death Bed. In a Letter to R. H., Esq., of 
B*— In the essay, Norris appears as “N. R.”: poor 
deaf Richard as “ deaf Robert ” ; and Charley (Lamb himself 
as “Jimmie.” In the concluding sentences, a more explicit 
account is given of the family's necessities. “They are 
left almost proviiionlcss. Some life assurance there is ; out I 
fear not ©xoeecling--—— »•. Their hopes must be from your 
Oonwratlon, whicn their father has served for fifty years.” 

The essay was withdrawn after the first edition of the Second 
Series. Prolmbly the wife and daughters of Randal Norris 
objected (and not without reason) to have their family ciroum- 
stanoes disclosed, under so very slender a disguise. 

Will still make 'em run. The old song referred to is the 
original version of Emrts of Oak. It was published in the 
Wniwrml Mmo^m for March 1760, entitlea “A new Song, 
itmg by Mr. Ohampneti in HarUqmds Bnmsion.*' 
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They swew theyll iavade tm, ttiwe terrible i’oen 
They Wghten our women, our elilldriin, ami Imaui ; 

But should their tlat-bottoiuH in darknew get o’er, 

Btill Britons they’ll timl to rtHseive them on shore.” 

Tlie song was written under tlie iwHjdration of the year 
(1759) of Pitt’s greatiist triumphs —the year of Mtnden and 
Quebec. See Notes and Queries^ 7th series, vii. 18. 

Leti'EE CCOXXV (p. 168 ).— This letter was tdtwly written 
for publication and appeared in Hone’s Book (i. 8). It 
serred as i)refaoe to the selections which ihem^fdbrtli were given 
weekly. 

LErrEii CCOXXVII (p. l65).-n4J Itud.lMrad, See Tahh 
Booh, i. S67. In the passage from Porter’s “ Two angry Women 
of Abingdon ” the printer had given the line referrcHl to — 

** Blush forth golden hair and glorious retl,” 
ruining at ono© sense and metre. 

Letter OOCXXVIII (p. 166).— Fwr pidme. Haydon’s 
“Alexander,” exhibited in the Koyal Academy tliis year. Be<% 
Haydon's IHmy, il. 149. 

The two lordlihi Bucks were, according to Haydon, who llrst 
printed this note of liamb’s, the Duke of Devonshire and Agar 

Letoee OCOXXIX (p. 166).— This letter was addrwed to 
Kovello in the pages of Hone’s Tahk Book (i. 514), It followed 
the publication (in tihe “Garrick ” Series) of the bmutiful lyric 
from Georg© Feele's Arraig^vnwnJt of Paris, beginning - 

“ Fair and fair and twhse so fair, 

As fair as any may be.” 

Lamb headed his letter “To my iittemeil frieml ami immh 
Imit musician, T. K., Bstp” 

Lettbb OOOXXX (p. 167).' — A ammsponimt in ftmr last 
number. See Tedtk Booh, L 808. This letter wm signed 
“The Teiled Lamb’s reply appeared in the next 

number (ii 10). 

Lbsttbb OCOXXXI (p. 168). — ^Thk letter was fl»t printed by 
me in its entirety from the original manuscript The first 
paragraph, hithOTto omitted, tells m amusing and clmraotorlstlc 
sto^ of Lamb and Thomas Hood, 

The pktme u&rm were some line# written by lAiab to 
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aocompany tha gift to Barton of a coloured print, in a frame. 
TliO Imes were afterwards published in hia Album Verses, 
1830, and will be found in my edition (Pomm, Plays, and 
Msays, p. 102). 

Bernard Barton delighted to cover hia walls with such 
pictures as he could afford, x-especting which a ideaaant passage 
will be found in Edward FitzGerald’s Meynoir. Lamb had 
Bomowhere pieketl up a coloured print representing a little boy 
learning to read at his mothor^a knee, and Hliowing many 
obvious signs of childish obstinacy. For this pictun? limb 
had hoiTowed from I'honnis Hood an old frame, considerably 
too largo for it ; but by carefully coating tbe superfluous margin 
of fflass with cobbloFs«wax, ho and his friend Hood had suc- 
oeoaed in giving the whole a rtjputablo appearanoo. It was on 
suggesting the use of this frame that llood observed that 
Banon would be sure to like it, because it was braad’-brimmedP 
In writing hk versw I^mb, remembering the jest, ended as 
follows - 

“ For the Franxe— 

’Tli not ilbsuited te> the same j 
Oak«carvcHl, not gilt, for few* of falling ; 

Old-fashioned, plain, yet not appalling ; 

And broad-brimmed, as the Owner’s Calling,” 

Tim last line, I^mb here r©(j,ueata Bernard Barton to expunge. 
When he printed the poem tlxree years afterwards in Album 
Vi'tm, he retainetl the line, but with a modification— 

“ And wbw, as the Owner’s Calling.” 

The print, in Its ill-fitting fVame, hung over the mantelpiece in 
the late Mrs, FitzGerald’s (Lucy BartoiFi) drawing-i*oom. The 
original manuscript, wlfclx the last line carefully erased with 
Barton’s **best ivory -handled,” is. by Imr generous kindness, 
in the poiwiwsion of the tnlltor. Tiie picture has yet one more 
imtic aiiotsl&tion. It forms the subjisd of some pretty verses 
by Baiitni, in his iVdw .A'er, and atker Pmitm, 1828, 

entitled **Firtiiide Quatrains to OharloM liamb/* 

hwtfmi CCOXXXII (p. 170|.---4n Hone’s TaM$ 66) 

ap|s?iuml a sonnet of Irfunti’a adtlroiwecl to Mka Ktdiy, ”on her 
excellent Berlbriiiance of Blindnms it» flic revived opera of 
Arlhnr and Mwmmiim/* Iloncn this letter, 

Lettiii CKJOXXXII! (p, 170), ----First printed by Mr. F, Cl. 
Patmoro in My Frimd$ mml Arquuinkmcr- (1864). 

JJmk wii a dog that had lien given to Ijuiib by Thomas 
Hood. Mr, Patmow liim much tti toll of this roving animal, 
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who ultimately was transferred to Mr. Patmore^s keeping. See 
My aikd Acq}mii\Amm^ toI. i. p, 29. 

'bring hd a relict atony ^ 

Me is happy^ nor kmrd to complain** 

See Shenstone’s Pastoral Ballad, “Absence*'— 

“ The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To visit some far-distant shrine, 

If he bear but a relicpie away 
Is happy, nor heard to repine.** 

Lbttbb COOXXXIV (p. 172).— /“am busy tm/A a farm in two 
acts. The Intruding JFidoWf a dramatic poem founded on Mr. 
Ckabbe’s tale of The Oonfidcmt, See Fomm, Flays^ and Esmys, 
Ultimately published in Blackmod*s MagtMm, 

Lbttbr OOOXXXV (p. 17^.— Sir John Stoddart, Chief- 
Jusiioe at Malta. See I^etter LXXXIX. in vol. L, and note. 

Fea/m*8 ^^Anti-Toohe,** Anti T&oke: or, an Analysis rf 
Lcmguage, (London, 1824.) 

Lbttbk CCOXXXYI (p. mgmoing. The etching 

on copper by Brook Fulham. 

1 had my Blackemare, See Elia Essay, “Blakasmoor In 
Hertfordshire,” and notes upon it, in this edition. The essay 
was first published in the London Magmim, 

Listtbe CCOXXXVII 177). — ^Th© reference here is to 

Lamb’s contributions to the Table Booh of ©x tracts from the 
Garrick plays. Hon© felt deeply the kindness of Ijimb and his 
sister during hia straggling career. In dedicating to them his 
Bmry-Day Book^ he says “ How can I forget your and Miss 
Lamb’s sympathy and kindnw when glooms overmaator^ me, 
and that yonr pen sparkled in the book when my mind was in 
clouds and darkness. These * trifles/ as each of you would call 
them, are benefits scored upon my heart” 

Lettbe OOOXXXVni (p, 177).— Barton had lietn sending 
verses for Emma Isola’s album. Eospecting Mr. Fnwir’s pro- 
jected album, see not© to Letter COOLIL 

**Futm$ Lord Byrons md mml L, M, L*$,** This is a line 
from some verses on albums, whioh have been attributed, I 
think on insuffloient grounds, to I^amb himself. 

My tragi^comedy. The Intruding Widow, 

Yom JOrummonds, Lamb uses file name of on© famous firm 
of bankers to indicate Barton’s employers, the Aleiaiid«rs. 

Mnpasmnt, I despair of interpreting Lamb’s attompti at 
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the French laugitaga. Talfourd, equally hopeless, omitted the 
last scutouce, but I restore it from the original manuscript. 

LetteilOCCXXXIX (p. 179).— -Soo Table Book, ii. 287, ‘‘Past, 
Prosont, and Futuri'. KxtetnporanoouH Linos, written to oblige 
a young Friend who suggestod tho Topic.’* Hone signed his 
own contrihutions with a In tho poem occur those lines, to 
which Lamb Hpcidally refurs 

“Time, that faithful tutor, 

Were t but tesudiable, might show the Future 
As the ProHout is ; ami yet I paint it 
Teeming with joy,” 

Leiter OCICXLII (p. 181).— J/r. IFaits. Akrio A. Watts, 
the editor of various alburns and keepsakes. 

“ Lard, u liat (food hours do we keep I ” 

—“From a i>oem by Charles Cotton, (pioted in tho Complete 
Angkr. 

A feebU muiter - adion thro the Table Book of last 
Saturday. We must suppose there had been some critical 
attacks upon Hucsl's “ I’lua of tho Midsummer Fairies” (1827), 
for Lamb oontrilnrteil to the Table Btx)h a prose version of a 
portion of that poem, rmder tho title, “The Defeat of Time: 
or a Tide of tho Fairif».s” {Table Book, ii. 885). After para- 
phraihig tho earlier part of tho noem, Ijamb breaks off with 
the fedfowing |K>stwri{it : * ^ “ \Vliat particular endearments 
passed hetwiam tho Fairies ami their I’oet passes my pencil to 
delineate ; but if you are curious to bo inCormed, I must refer 
you, gontlo reader, t«» tho * Idea of Uio Fairies,’ a most agreeable 
rmem lately put furtli l>y my friend ‘riiomas Hood ; of the first 
half of which the aluivo is nothing hut a ineagis^ and a harsh 
proso abstract. Farewell. (Elia.) The words of Mercury are 
mrsh after the mmys of Apollo f 

LRTriE OiK.LXLIV (p. IHl).— -J/n Moxon. Tho oarliest 
numtion, aavo in a letter of tho Juno precoding, of ono after- 
wards to \m Lamb’s frhtnd ami publisher, and tlu^ husband of 
Emma kola. iU was then a young man of 8l.t-and- twenty. 

LETrEit OOCXLV (p. IHI}.-- Dash had boon made oyer to 
tho earo of tho Fatmures, having boon found by the Lambs 
“intractaldi and wild.” 

Fm mid Mm fini pmns. One of thoso was the poem, “ On 
an infant dying as soon iw born.” written at the ttiquoit of Miu 
Hood on thii doath of lior first child. Bee Bmm, liays, ami 

Mmays, p. 98. 
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Letter CCGXLV I II ([>. 187). —Thin let ter waa first printed in 
Mrs. Matliowa’.^ Memoirs oF her husband (iii. f>Pd), It \vm there 
given (ipropos of the sugge.stion that had been made to Lamb, 
through Barron Field, tliat he should write* an elaborate deHcrip- 
tion of the pictures in Mathews’s famous Theatrical Bortmit 
Gallery. 

All imitator of m. Mejeded Artidyn was a collection of 
parodies of various prose writers, by tlr. l\ G, Patmore (1826), 
one of the many ^tmx d*e$j>rit suggested by the siux'css of 
the more famous M^Jeded Addremm. The first artitih^ in 
the volume was a t>ai>er pur|»orting to ha by FIlia, entitled ‘‘An 
Un-Sontimental tfourney.” It was no more mieceHsful than 
many other attempts to imitate a stylo osHentially inimitable. 

LErrBE OCGXLIX (p. 188).— The original of this letter is in 
the possession of the family of my frieml, Mr, George Loveday 
of Wardington, Banbury. Mr. Dodwell fit will be remem- 
bered) was a fellow-clerk of Lamb’s in the India ncnimu The 
na^es indicated by initials war© other colleagues of Immh and 
his correspondent. 

Lm'BR CCOLII (p. 193 ).— kimi knitter in ths Bunl** 
Lamb is thinking of the line in T%miflh iXighi - 

“The spinsters and the knitters in the iun.” 

A Bifoux. So Liunb wrote, and French was not his strong 
ivoint. The B^jou for 182B, published by Pickering, was eilited 
by W. Fraser, afterwards editor of the Foreifjn QimHeriy 
MmUw. Besines the Royal contributions referred to in Lamb’s 
letter to Barton of 28th August 1B27, the tOjou ytmtained one 
of LamVs (“Fresh clad from Heaven, an imgid bright”) ; thrive 
poems of Coleridge’s— “ Youth and Age,^* “Work without 
Ilope,” “The Two Founts”; and here, moreover, was first 
pnnted Blancso White's immortal sonnet, beginning “Myiteri- 
ousNightl” 

Lbttib OOCLin (p. 194).— Leigh Hunt would appear 
have desired a portrait of liuuh, as one of certain pndeeted 
illustrations for the work he had in preparation, Lord llifrmi 
and some qf his C&Mmnporarka : with Itrmlkdiom of the 
Autkofa md of hu Vimt to Italy, 182S. The iKwik ulti- 
mately appeared, however, without the portraits. Both the 
likenesses of Lamb, here mentioned, have lieon since engraved. 
The on© by HaMitt “in a queer dross” represents l4imb in a 
nondescript costume, with a ruff. 

Leti'er CCOLVI (p. 195 ). — Ymr wsimme ^rrmini. The 
Widow's Takj and OtJier Posmsj l>y Bernard Barton, 1827. 
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The author prefixes a note to the “ Widow’s Tale,” stating 
that the inddeuis are taken from the painful hut interesting 
‘‘ Account of the loss of five Wesleyan missionaries and others 
iu the Maria mail-boat off the Island of Antigua, by Mrs. 
Jones, the only survivor on that mournful occasion.” A 
woodcut on tho title-page, representing three shipwrecked 
travellers in eriremis on a raft at sea, is, as Lamb remarks, 
“a rueful lignitm mortis,*' All the poems or passages indi- 
cated by Lamb with approval arc given in the memorial 
volume on Barton already referred to. The “third stanza, at 
p. 108,” that made Lamb long to see Yan Balen, was fi om a 
poem describing a picture by that artist, representing some 
angel children leading up a iamb to the infant Saviour in His 
mother’s lap. Tho stanza, containing a simile that Lamb 
thought ex(puaito, may well be quoted here. It is from the 
“Grandsire’s Tale,” in which the old man relates the early 
death of Ids grandchild 

“ Though some might deem her pensive, if not sad, 

Yet those that knew her better, best could tell 
How calmly happy, and how meekly glad 
Her (pilot heart in its own depths did dwell : 

Like to the waters of some crystal well, 

in which the stars of heaven at noon are seen, 

Fancy might deem on her young spirit fell 
Glimpses of light more glorious and serene 
Than that of life’s brief day, so heavenly was her mien.” 

An artist who painted me lately. Henry Meyer, referred to 
iu tho letter to Leigh Hunt of November 1827. 


CHAPTEE VI 

1828 — 188 L 

LKrrKR OCOLVIII (p. 199).— -JETami’a Lord B. Leigh Hunt’s 
lAwd By rim and some of his Oontempm'aries, etc. etc. 1828. 

ikuLLWs speculative episodes. In his Life of Napoleon 
Bwmaparkt f<>>ur volumes. 1828. 

The * * (hmpanion." One of Leigh Hunt’s numerous ventures 
of the periodical sort. It began on January 9, and was dis- 
coutimiod on July 28, of this year 1828. A glance at the list 
of cotttouts in Mr. Alexander Ireland’s valu^le Bibhogi-aphy 
supports Lamb’s complaint that there was too much in it ot 
Maclamo Basta. One article in tho Companion was “Walks 
home by nigiit in bad weather — Watchmen.” 
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Om ClarM a schoolmaskr. The father of Cowvlon Olarko, 
the Bev. John Clarke, was a schoolmaster at Eulhilcl. Keats, it 
will he remembered, was one of his pupils. 

Holmes. Edward Holmes, author of the Life of Mozart and 
other musical w^orks, was also at Mr. (harke’s school. He con- 
tributed at this time articles on musical subjeots to the Atlas 
newspaper. 

Victoria. Mary Victoria Hovello, afterwards Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke. The Novellds lived for a while at Bhackleweli Croen, 
near IJalston. Cowden Clarke, it should be addoii, was in 
early life a teacher in his father’s school, which explains Lamb’s 
allusion to the schoolmaster text hand.” 

Xhurtell. Not Hie murderer, but his brother Thomas, who 
kept the Cock Tavern in the Haymarket. 

Lettbe. OCOLIX (p. 201).~“27te thinffs which Pickering has. 
Certain verses of Lamb’s offered to Mr. Pickering for his Jyoii, 
if not used, were promised to Thomas Hood, who was editing 
another annual called the Gmn. 

Letter COOLXI (p, 202). — MUford UlU yotb qf J/.’s 
hook. Lamb apparently refers to William Hicslitt’s i^pirU of 
the Age; or, Uontmnporary Portraits, published in 1826, in 
which his own was one of the Portraits sketched. See Letter 
to Bernard BaHon of February 10, 1826. 

The author of May you like it.** The Eov. G. B. Tayler, 
the vicar of Hadleigh, Suffolk, Barton’s neighbour and friend. 

Letter CCOLXIII (p. 208),—Moxon was at this time with 
Mr. Hurst, the publisher, in St. Paul’s Churchyard. 

Poor John Scott’s Second, on occasion of the duel with Christie 
in 1821, in which Scott was killed. 

Letter OCOLXV (p. 204).--“In 1828 a project was formed for 
erecting a monument to Thomas Clarkson, on the hill above 
Wade’s Mill on the Buntingford Bead, in Hertfordshire, this 
being the spot where the resolution of devoting his life to 
the abolition of the Slave Trade hrst took possession of him. 
This was in Clarkson’s lifetime, for he survived till 1 846. The 
scheme was abandoned for the time, but has been revived and 
carried out within the last few years. 

Upon a hillock oit Forty EUl. Forty Hill is a district of 
Enfield. 

Letter OOOLXVI (p. 205 ). — Ymr Chairing the Mmr^. 
One of two pictures that Haydon had just painted, the subjects 
taken from certain frolics that he had witnessed when in the 
King’s Bench Prison. The other was **The Mock Election,” 
purchased for five hundred guineas by King George IV. “ Chair- 
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ing tho Member” was exhibited by Haydon, with other of his 
pictures, in August of this year, at the Western Bazaar in Bond 
Street. ‘'Besides tho new picture, the Exhibition included 
‘Solomon,’ ‘Christ’s Entry into Jerusalem,’ and the drawinc^s 
for tho two prison pictures. ‘ The Moek Election ’ was not there 
as it had before this been removed to Windsor.” [Tom Taylo/s 
Life of B. li. Haydon. ) 

Letter CCOLXVIII (p. 206).— ATow; are all the little orphans ? 
The allusion requires some explanation. The key to it will be 
found in Lamb s letter to Procter of January 29, 1829. Lamb 
there relates how Miss Holcroft, daughter of Thomas Holcroft 
the dramatist, during a visit to Enfield in the summer of 1828 
had kindly interested herself in the infant child of a man who 
bad just been apprehended for sheep-stealing, and had worked 
it a cap. More than once after this incident Lamb playfully 
aasumoa that Miss Holoroft’s interest in the fatherless is un- 
abated, and that in fact her home in London, where she lived 
with her stepfather, James Kenney, was swarming with these 
orphan prot(^g68. See, again, Letter to the same lady, of 
December 5, 1828. 

Leti’ER OCCLXX (p. 210). — ^The BdiMon de Luxe here spoken 
of 08 in preparation was published in 1830, with a Prefatory 
Memoir of Bunyan by Southey. It was illustrated by Martin, 
and published by Barton’s friend, John Major. Macaulay’s 
review of this edition will be remembered. His observations 
on Martin’s unfitness for this kind of illustration bear a strong 
resemblance to Lamb’s. 

The Qem. Tho Gem for 1829 was edited by Thomas Hood. 
In the volume for that year appeared Lamb’s verses “On an 
infant dying as soon as born,” written at the request of Mrs. 
Hood, on the death of her infant child. 

Leitrr CCCLXXI (p. 218).— The note which Lamb wrote 
to Hood, on diseovoring in the Gem the practical joke referred 
to in a letter to Proctor of January 22, 1829. He indicates the 
temporary exchange of names hy the opening and concluding 
words of his communication. Bridget, it will be remembered, 
is the name by which his sister is always described in the Essays 
of Elia. 

IjF/itrii CUULXXII (p. 213). — WJmi you ImTced at the Orey- 
Imind. Cowden Llarke and Ins bride spent their quiet 
honeymoon at tho Inn at Enfield, as Mrs, Cowden Clarke tells 
us. They were married on the 6th of July of this year. 

Lfctre CCCLXX II I (p. 214).— The “ Epithalamium” refeiTed 
to in the former letter was, on second thoughts, despatched to 
Vincent Novollo. Mrs. Cowden Glaike, who first printed this 
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parody uj>on the sc.liool of Dryden in the (hnUemn^'M Afeufazim 
lot December 1878» dwells with just approcmtion upon the 
admirable fooling of the entire letter. 

Leiter CCCLXXIV (p, 217). — Ionian iUiinehnrd published 
this year a little volume of Focms, X|/nc Ojf€ring$j deditmted 
to Lamb. 

IjETrEE CGCLXXV (p. 217).— Barton had wmt Lamb hia 
latest volume, A Mmv Yearns ami tdhsr Poems, (London, 
1828.) It was dedicated “to Charles Eichard Sumner, Bishop 
of Winchester, in memorial of his courtesy and kindntws,” and 
had for frontispiece an engraving of a drawing by Martin, of 
Christ walking on the sea. LaitiK in applauding the picture, 
refers to certain strictures upon Martin oontaiiunl in a previous 
letter to Barton. “Power and Gentleness, or the Cataract 
and the Streamlet, “ is perhaps as charming a lyric m Barton 
ever wrote. It contains the stanxa about tbo stn'ainlet, which 
was a favourite with that admirable judge, Etlwani Fite- 
Gerald : — 

** More gaily now It sweeps 
By the small schoolhouse, in the sunshine bright ; 

And o'er the pehldes hnips 
Like happy hearts by holiday made light/* 

The full title of the “liady Kuaseir* pcnun was, “ f^dy Eaohel 
Russell ; or, a Roman Hero ami an Euglish Heroine ctnuparcd/' 
The “ stans^as to ‘ Chalon ’ “ were “ On a Portrait by A. EChalon, 
R.A."”-”the portrait bcdn^ one of Clarkson, the Abolitionist. 

As Sh -- — - saps of Meiipim. It is hardly necessary to point 
out that tlxe allusion is to Hamlet's— 

“ And fair licUgion make 
A rhapsody of words." 

I much like tim “JTewx/* “Syr Heron. Instirllwd to my 
ingenious friend, John M^jor, on receiving from ld«) a stml 
bearing the impress of that bird." 

Fludy&rP “To Sir Samuel Fludycr, on the devastation 
eflfeoted on his Marine Villa at Felixstowe by the enerimchmonts 
of the Sea." The answer to the enigma is tdc^arly, m Mra. 
FitzGerald has punted out to me, an aueiummPs hntn'nmr. 

Letter 0()0LXXVI (p. 220).— I^amb here again makes 
humorous capital over Miss Holcroft's imaginary home for 
orphans. (Bee previous letter of October 2, 182H } li© now 
assumes that the measles are probably current among them. 
Miss Holcroft was at this time shortly to be marriml to Carlyle's 
friend, Dr. John Badams. 



NOTES. 


359 


LinTKHCCC LX XVIII (p. 223).— As Procter had triedapracti- 
cal jt)kc upon Ijaiub, the latter seems to have thought it a good 
optwrtimity to returti the compliment. In the details ttiat 
follow, concerning the case that “ fretted him to death,” the 
element of truth was that John Tjanih had, shortly before his 
death, married a widow, who had a married daughter, Elizabeth 
Bowden, I'hin, I have ascertained, was a fact. Lamb, as hia 
brother's executor, had some trouble in udministering the estate ; 
Init the elalKirate and iiupoj^ible farrago of details here built 
upon the simple foundation is, of course, the wildest nonsense. 
Tna serious reference to the 170th chapter of “ Feame’s Con- 
tingent Remainders" (a classic work, divided, I believe, into 
some dozen or fifteen chapters) is delightfully conceived. 
Talfourtl adds that the alleged coolness between Lamb and 
his legal friends was j>art of the fiction. 

A few Hms of verm for a yoxmg frund's albmt. It was for 
Emma Isola’s album that the verses were asked. 

Barry C— is Larry Cornwall, Mr. Procter’s poetical 
** Alias," 

Lsttrii CCOLXXIX (p. 226).— I have revised previous 
texts of this letter from the ori^nal in Mrs. Prooter’s posses- 
sion, and restored one or two oHaraoteristic sentences hitherto 
omitted. 

Thfi mtU-Oaimlds, The Montagus (Basil Montagu and his 
wife). 

Mim Hokro/L l.oiusa Holoroft, daughter of the dramatist, 
married Mr. ‘liadams, Carlyle’s friend. See Carlyle’s JRe- 

minumms, 

BurMn m$e. Burke and Hare, the Edinburgh resurrection 
men. Burke wiw hanged on the 28th of this January. “A 
shot" was explained in evidence to be a slang word used by 
the gang for a ** subject to he murdered.” 

Ammnd of mine. “The Gipsy’s Malison.” See the next 
lett 4 ^r to i’rtMRer, in which the sonnet is mven. 

’ Tmm wriilmfier the ** <7m." Edited this year by Hood. 

They fXiUmhed the “ Widow'' instead. The “Widow” was 
a 8lu>rl esmy, iw'compatiylng a steel engraving of a sentimental 
picture by Leslie, of a kind common in annuals and keepsakes, 
Imaring the same title. lltHHl wrote this paper in imitation of 
Ijmih’H style, and btildly apiMUuled to it the signature, “C. 
fjunh." The Imitation is only tolerably successful. It opens 
thus ; ’■ » 

A WIDOW 

hath always kien a mark for mockery --a staiuliug butt for wit to 
level at. J««t after Jeat hath Imeu huddled upon her close cap, 
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and stuck, like burrs, upon her weeds. Her sables are a perpetual 
“Black Joke.” 

Satirists —prose and verse— liave made merry with lier bereave- 
ments. She is a stock character on the stage. Farc'e bottleth up 
her crocodile tears, or labelleth her empty lachrymatories. Ctomedy 
mocketh her precocious flirtatious, and twitteth her with “the 
funeral baked moats coldly furnishing forth the marriage tables.” 

I confess, when I called the other day on my kinswoman (L— 
then in the second week of her widowhood “-and saw her sitting, 
her young boy by her side, in her recent sables, I felt unable to 
reconcile her estate with any risible associations. The lady with 
a skeleton moiety— in the old print in Bowles's old shop-window— 
seemed hut a type of her condition, etc. etc, 

Lettee CCCLXXX (p. 227).— See pret'ocling letter to Procter, 
of 22nd January. 

Abactor^ wo may conclude, is the Latin ocpiivalent for sheep- 
stealer given in Ainsworth’s Dkiionary, 

Leotke OGCLXXXI (p. 228).— Mr. Procter was a solicitor, 
‘‘incipient,” but not precisely a “oonveyancar.” 

0 mou above the JPmnter. JaineH Harry, the historical painter. 

GircUdus Cambrensw^ the historian, otherwise known as 
Giraldus do Barri. 

Thy most ingniious and gotden cadences. The verses that 
Proctor had sent for Emma Isola’s album, in reply to Ijamb’s 
invitation. They turned upon the coincidence of the young 
lady’s name with that of the lovely island in the laigo Maggiora, 
so well known to all sojourners at Haveno. The lines ended— 

“ Isola Bella, whom all poets love 1 ” 

The “ fairest hands in Cambridge ” were Kmma Isola’s, who 
had many friends in the University town. Hhe was then pre- 
paring to aoeept a situation as governcHS in the family of Mr, 
Williams, Rector of Fomham, near Bury Ht, EdmunclH. 

^ Un^him this riddle for me. It is perhaps impertinent to 
point out that the flippant allusions that follow are to the din- 
astxous family history of one who had dealings with a notahlc 
propounder of riddles. 

Lettee OOOLXXXII (p. 229). — I appnd a tramilatlon : — 

“Most eloquent Poet I although epithets of that sort, I am 
well aware, apply to orators rather tlian poet»™for all that, 
most eloquent 1 

“There lias been now for some time staying witli ni in the 
Enfield country a future attorney, the most illuntritnw tMartin 
Burney, who is taking his holiday— esca|>©d, for a while, from 
business so called, ana an office without dienta. He hep and 
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iniplori'S you (Martin I moan), if by blcmncul fnrtimo a 

tardy cliont Klioidd turn uj» in hi.s absonco, that you will lot 
him know by Ic^ttor adtlroaned horo. Do you tmdcrataruU or 
ought I to writo in a tt»ugiu^ ho barbarous as Knglish to you, 
l>rinco t>f srlnilirH I U. Lamb. 

**If an rstato in IVoohold is granted to a ^^randfathor, and if 
in this «anu' tlotnl it is graiitesl mculiatcly or immodiatidy to the 
lunr or iioira of tho boily of tlio saitl gratulfathor, those last 
aro wonis of LiJuilatum, md lVr4|uiaition. This is my ruling.” 

Tim jmstsoript tt> thin lot tor is mippUuuoutary to tho legal 
ttutlon olaborattnl in th« proviouH luttor of H)th January. 

Leitie (?CCLXXXni (|i. D’UrM^s famous 

Pastoral Ilomanoo. 

InmMimii /oi>. This Hontonoo ami the following sum 
up, with oitjuisitci skill, iho ouphuktie style of Sidney’s Arcadia. 

(hmicn mth the fa/L A doseription formed from analogy 
with the hero of tlm fairy tale, Mkiud wUh ih$ Ti^L Mr, 
Clarke, as hw wife inbirnm us, had a bald head fringed with 
rather demoiwtretive ttifts of hair. 

I*r;rrEU CCCliXXXIV (p. 2B0), -Talfourtl itdls us that Orabb 
litibiuHon sold Damb a e<»py of Ptmdtt^ under a tuisUken belief 
that h« had bornnveil a previous eopy and not rotunied it 

Lkttke CCCLXXX V (p. 231). Iktriti/n very pmtiml 
S*yhmt : or, the Mmy {htem, 1827* 

“ OhridmaA** Hy Kdwanl Moxon. 

MMn ApimdiT. **i#eograpbieal Memoirs on New South 
Wales, l»y vari<nts liaudH/* oto, ete. I'kUttHl by llarrou Field, 
Flnq., Di the Appottdix is printed First Fruits 

of Ausiraliatt P«»etry,” c»riginally prinletl privately in New South 
Wales. Bm lambk uotieo of these poems, MrA ZeicvMer^s 
Sehmif ete., |», 

I hmv wrk in the. aid liamlrt. A rtiprint of the first quarto 
(1(103) of thets latoly dweovered. 

The oopy thus iotit w’as retained by barton, in aeoordance 
with the permission given in this letter, and is now, througli 
thii kiiulnew of Mrs. Edward Fit/,Oemld, in the IMitor’s 
ooUirtion. tin the tlydeaf, in lAvmb’s hamlwriting, ii the 
in^,?rlption Pre*ieui this tt> Mr, l^litford in my name, if he 
has not got it, •■(". D,** 

By kfiiig “ wmdully below our o<!ititins of it,” Lamb mfana, of 
oouriti, that the quiirto of 1303 is but a first skeitth, unless it be 
an unwitborifiefl and garlded version of the play as we know it. 

I,r;rr Ell i ’CC ’ LK X X V I! ( p, 233). • The rqmri qf thy tarmerds. 
Crabh Ecibiniani, In his I^mryt tiUoU« a letter of his own to 
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WordHWorfcli of 22u(! April, describing this atUck Went to 
bed at two, and in tlic nuu-ning ftnuid niy left. Iuhhs as crooked 
as the politics of the Ministry are, by tbe an ti-Cat holies, repre- 
sented to be. After using leeches, iwulticcH. etc., for tlmie 
weeks, I went down to Brighton, and again, in a numt uncliris- 
tian spirit, pxit myself under the hands of the Mahoinedan 
Mahomet—was stewed in his vajiour-baths, ami shampooed 
under his pagan 

LmtkeCCCLXXXIX (p. 235).--“ThiH,an(l a subsequent letter 
of 16th Novemlmr, are on the subject of aMi*. Walter Wilson’s 
Lift ami Timm of Da Fm, then in nremration. The (sle hero 
referred to is Ijamb’s *‘Ode to tfm Treadmill, ” written in 
imitation of De Foe’s Ode to the Billory.” 8t‘e Tktys, 

and FmaySf p. 116. 

Letter CCGXCI (p. 2 : 16 ).— Owr young frkaul Emma, 
Emma Isola, who was at this time govermm to the Williinnmis 
at Fornham. 

Ms name tmaDiMin. The ^oung man, Lamb’s letters to wliom 
were first printed in this edition, lie returnril from Madeira, an 
Lamb relates, and died of his ‘^ong disease ” on May U, 1828. 

Eouthefs Dialogues* Eir Thomas xMim : or^ OoikNium an the 
JProgrm and Prospects of EiKkty, 1S20. 

In acknowledgment of a mmftet / mni him. 8eo the sonnet, 
“To Samuel Rogers, Ksq.,” PmnSp P/aySj and KmuySf p. 106, 

Letter CCCXCII (p. 238). — Foar kifid ingumiUm Mika. 
Eliza Barton, Bernard liarton’s sister. 

An old rejected farce of mim. The Faimbroke/s IMughkr. 

Leti’EE COCXCIV (p. 241). This letter is printed by the 
kind iiermiasion of Sir Rdmuml Elton of Olevnlon (kmrt. 
It was written to his grandfather, Sir Charles A. Elten, 
who succeeded to the Ijaronetcy in 1842. Sir Charki (at 
the date of this letter, Air. C’. A. El ton) was a claasical 
sobolw and pet, who contributed largely to tbe Ltmiim 
MagaMm^ a ciroimistanoe which first brought him and lAmb 
together. It will lie remembered that he there wrotn tht^ 
lines signed “Dim,’* which had greatly pirns* d and toiichtid 
Lamb, In Bie prwent instanoe he bad evidently umit Lamb a 
present of serwal of his published voliitm^s, imihttliiig his 
“Specimens of the Classical Boots traiwlated Into English 
verse” (1814), and his “Remains of Hosiwl,” slmllurly traim- 
lated (1816). Lamb’s criticisms apply mainly to these two 
volumes. The referenee to the “ te«aen'»st |mrts in ymir own 
little volume,” is oertainlv to the |mth©tk poem “The Ilroihera, 
a Monody,” written bv Hilton on th# dimth of his two icnw l»y 
drownteg in 1819, ana published in the following yimr. 
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Leitkii CCCXUV (p. 24:i}..-»'rairour(l had christened his 
latest child, C'harh's I^iinb Talfourcl The father adds this 
note: *‘'rhe cliihl who bore tho name se honoured by his 
|»rent« survivtid bin god father only a year, dying at Brighton 
whither ho had been taken in the vain hone of restoration on 
the 8rd of Deeembc?r 1835.’* ’ 

Lrn'ER Cl’tlXCVI (n. 213). honmi couple our 

miiihlHmrs, A Mr. ami Mra, Thomas Westwood. Mr. West- 
wood was a retired tradewnan, and agent to the Phcmix Assur- 
ance Ofilce. 

LKTrKiil'COXCVni (p. 245).— Wilson’s work on Be Foe was 
just pubiiahetl Latnh ha«l cttntrihutol to it his “ Estimate of 
I)e Foe’« Seeomlary Novels.’* Hee Airs. I^imier*$ School, etc., 
p. 804. lAmb hail written a letter to Wilson seven years (not 
fifteen) before, contidning some nunarks upon these novels, 
which Wilson also makes use of in \m work on De Foe. Much 
of what he wrote in tho friendly letter nattirally reappeared in 
the more fonnal essay, Honeo I»arnh’s allusion to the ^‘two 
miHirs ” pusrJing the reader, “ Iwunjc akin.” Haslitt reviewed 
wilstuds L'i/o mul Timm Ik Fm in the Edinburgh of January 
1830. 

LErrr.ti CCCXCIX (p, 217). tmmmmU. Mr. West- 
wood, I^amh’s landhut:, had driven Mary Lamb over to High- 
gato to m'e the (HUmans and C«leridg(i. The note that follows 
this wouhl apfK'ar t<» refer to a later excursion, conducted by 
tho mum **Hon i»f Nimshi.” But I^amb’a habit of not dating 
letters conftwes matters satUy, 

LrrTKU (KK'X’n (p. 250). Mb just been de- 
frmtd 0 d. By the of t ho puldishers of his L^e of Napoleon. 

Limit (lOCOIlI (p. 252).— Wordsworth’s letter to Lamb, 
to which this k the reply, is given in Bishop Words- 
worth’s Memoirs of the Boet (ii. 228). It bears date 10th 
Jaiiimry of tbin yiw, and In'glns : A whole twelvemonth have 
I kjen a letter In your debt, for which fault I have been 
tufideialy piinlidteil by ardhreproath.” The letter tolls of the 
dangeroiitt iilmiw of Diwotliy Wordsworth, and of Wordsworth’s 
own wciikimed tyesight, 

l/raf|/ tVtfMlM Henry Orahb Ihdtinson. 

C’liA 1 mmm imts rnmngk in m uM in Ihis lUth Of Those 
who know th«ir Hlrnkspeam will tak© the allusion to a line in 
tliti Cliorus to Henry V, 

'LiiTicii OCLHIV (p, 257). ""'/’o ftmmh A. 0. with the 
xrap. A, 0. i» Allan Cunningham, who was preparing his 
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Livmofthe PaitUm\% and wanted that poriitni of Lamb's letter 
to Darton of Alay Ifs 1S24, whioh referred to William Blake. 
The letter was sent to Cunningham, in aceorclanre with the 
pennission here given, but the *'sc;nip” W’a« up pa riiiily crowded 
out, for it did not amH\ar in the first edition of t 'unningham's 
work in the Family Inl>rary. It was, lunvovar, prt‘s»‘rved among 
the Cunninghatn paners, aiul is given in tho latest tnlitiou of 
the work in Bohn's Series. 

That Joseph Take, See Lamb’s F.Ua FAnay, Mculern Callan- 
try.” In t\\e^ Athejmmm for the year IH-U (op. Hdll and 387h 
will be found some interesting t>artumhtra of Mr. Taice, by the 
late Miss Anne Manning. 

Iirmn CGCGV (p, 258). — IWr Impm akmt I>kk, AVHt. 
Richard Norris, the sou of Iamb’s old friend, Handid Ktnria. 
Sub-Treasurer of the Inner Temple. Mrs. Haditt had noticed 
that a Mr. Norris was Treasurer of the Inn this year, and had 
too hastily inferred that young Norris had succeeded to Ids late 
fatlier’s post 

Littee OGCOVI (p. 250).-— The R«w, James Uillman wm 
the sou of Mr. Gillman of Hlghgate. launh’s information 
concerning the Norwiedi lamnle is, of course, what would in his 
day have been called “ raillery, ” ami in our day “chalT.” 
Wlio Mr. Battin was, I know not Talfourd aasumen that this 
letter was to the elder (Ullman, but tho aUusiou to his corre- 
siiondent having something “professionally*' to say to the 
Revelations in Greek, seems to point to Ids being in holy 
orders. The friends in Spitalfields are, I presume, the weavers. 

Lettee CCOCVn (p. 260 ).— (nai th^ Cdmei), 
“Edward Phillips, Es(p, Secretary to tho Right lion, Charles 
Abbott, Bjicakcr of the House of Commons. Tho *Cohm©r 
alluded to was the Lieutenant of Marinos who a«t;om|mnioil 
Captain Cook on his last voyage, and on ihon^ with tliat groat 
man when he fell a victim to his humanity ” (Talfourd). 

^Afra. Obviously Mrs. Burnij. An ingin ions 

editor of LamVs Ijetters has filled up the blank with Mrs. 
MUMb name I John Murray had projiosed t.o I'Amb to puhliih 
a supplementary volume of specimens from tho old tlramatlsts. 

Lettee OGOOVin (^p. 262),— This litter was written after 
Lamb’s return to London from a visit to the Williatiwes at 
Fomham. He had taken Mias Isola, now convakwiiut after 
a severe attack of brain fever, baok with him to Ktdbkl Two 
of the acrostics that lAmb wrote for thii amuMmmnt of Mrs. 
Williams and her family were afterwards incltidcfl by lAmh 
in his Album FerBeSf published this year. They will lie found 
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in PomiBj PhtifH, and p. lOS. One i.s an acrostic 

epitaph on Mrs. WilUanus, her nunm being Grace Joanna 
WilliaiUH ; the other on her youngest daugiiter, Louisa Clare. 

Lettkr CK’GCIX (p. Mrs. Williams seems also to 

have been fond of writing aerosties, and had composed one on 
Mary Lamb. 

Me hiame.a m}f lad vems. This aerastic was not included 
by Iiamb in his next volume of Albiun Perns 

Go little IMeni, and prc.amt 
Ileipectful terms of eoinpUnumt ; 

A gentle lady bids thee speak 1 
Courteous is iihe^ tho’ thou Im weak— 

Kvoke from lleaveu m thick as manna 

** J«»y afttir joy on Grace Joanna: 

On Fornham’s Glebe ami Pasture land 
A blessing pray. Ltmg, long may stand, 

Not touched by Time, the Itectory hlitlie ; 

No gnulKing churl tlispute his Tithe ; 

At llaster be the olferiugs duo 

*♦ With ehiHu ful spirit paid ; each pew 
in decent onlcr tilled ; no noise 
I^jud intervene to drown the voice, 
ismndng, or windmu of the 'reacher ; 
improMHive be the Bacretl IheatJher, 

Ami strict his mdes on holy page ; 

May young ami edd from age to age 

Haiute, ami still ladut out, ‘The gocnl man’s Parsonage ! * ” 

LriTKii CCCCX (n. frimui Mmw. Hone was at 

this tiimi establiwhetl bv the help of frkmlH in the Gras 8 hv 2 jper 
Coffee Houho in Gracecliumh Htreet. 

An epitjnmi / did Jhr a This schoolboy waa the 

late Arohde«,H»ii Hewey, win* pubUshed in tin* fityloHan (a 
IMirioilteal «U|*|H:»rteil by the Mertdiant laylors’ boys) an aocoimt 
t»f his father taking him to see I^mb at Colcbrcmk Cottage in 
1825. B«:ie mile on p. 40*i of Pimm, Pk^n, mul Mmayi, Aroh- 
diftoott Hewey informs im that the suhject of the epigram was 
suggeatoi by grim siMinfaiition wdoh had rioently been 
oxi*ri»iiMi by the piildic at tho capture and execution of several 
notorloui highway iminJ’ 

Lirriii t'GGGXl (p. 2tid ).-— Mmimmu Uhcmmr 
ta ym. The |M*«t hml advaneiHl Moxoti £000 wiierewith to set 
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up in buBinej^^v an publkln'r. Moxt»n had puhlinhod more than 
one volume of verso, ini-lmling a btuik of sonmds of bin own, 

Le'CTER CCOCXII (p. 26e>).”-“ThiH delightful letter waa firnt 
printed in the AthewvJtm a few yeara ainee, ami in here givtm by 
the kind ptu'miaaion of the editor. Lamb adoptn rrotder’a eon. 
coit of the inland in Maggiom 

Letter CCCC'XVI (p. 268).— t/w h^re neHiminp. 
Lamb elsewhere gives a quite differtnit aeoount of the origin of 
his versos on the Kminent Composers. In a b‘tter to Ayrton, 
(quoted in iny note on the verses (rmvh% a.ml p, 

888), Lamb represents them as having b. eu written at the 
reimest of Novello, who had desinal Limh ** to give him my 
real opinion re8|)6oting the rlistinet grades of excelhmee in afl 
the eminent oomifoserH of the Italian, Cerman, ami I^nglish 
schools.” I am afraid w© cannot absolve laimli from theehargo 
of fibbing in one or other of these stateraimts. Martin Burney, 
who was originally a solicitor, had been lately called to the Bar. 
The step did not prove a success. 

LErrEtt CCOCXVn (p, 271).— Them had been a suggestion 
that William Hasilitt’s son, who was endowed with a fine voice, 
should adopt music as a prcdesaiun. Avrton, iw a well-known 
authority on music, and itupresario, would he naturally resorted 
to for counsel 

Lkttkr CCOCXVin (p. 271).‘-The adjem© for cMbihUshing 
Hone in a ooiroe-house business hmi been carried into eHiict, atid 
I-iamb, with characteristio helpfulnea% arranges to have his 
newspaper at second-hand from the establishment in Grace- 
church Street. 

Letter COCOXIX (p, 272).— Lamb hatl just puhllshed, with 
Moxon, his AUmpi Fer$e,». The translath)ns referriMi to arc 
those from the Latin of Vincent Bounuc 

Letter COCOXXII (p. 274).^ — The little volume of dibum 
F^mm was rather rudely handled by the reviewers, notaldy by 
the Literary OmeUe, This review, Talfourd telli tw, pro- 
voked some verses from Southey, which wore inwrtod in the 
TimeSf and of which the following, as evincing hii unchanged 
friendship, may not unfitly be inserteti here ;~ 

“ Charles Lamb 1 to those who know the© justly dew 
For rarest genius, and for sterling worth, 

Unchanging friendship, wannth of heart tinctre, 

And wit that never gave an ill thought birth, 

Nor ever hi its sport infixed a sting ; 

To us who have admired and loved the© long, 
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It in a pronti aa um pli'jiaant tiling 
To lu‘ur thy gootl n‘p«rt, now borne along 
(Ipon the hom‘.st hroalh of public praiao : 

Wo know that wit h tho older sons of song, 
lu InmourinK whom thou hast delighted still, 

TI»y name shall keep its course to after days.” 

There were Hoim* further Hues, very severe upon Lamb’s recent 
eiitiea. 

LF/rrKuCC(’( hX XIII (p. linos wore written, Mrs. 

Oowdou Clarke tells us, ‘*at the request of Vincent Novello, 
in nieiuorv of hmr souh and two daughters of John and Ann 
Rigg, of York, All six, respectively aged 19, 18, 17, 16, 7, 
ami 0, were drowntui at once hy their boat being run down on 
tlie river Oums near York, August 19, 18S0.” 

LriTKii GC'CCX.KIV (p. 276). -»This note had been liitborto 
placed out of its «>rtler. ^ After their two months’ stay in London, 
tatnb had to take his sisLsr hack to Enlleld. Southey came to 
Londtm on a vinit to John Hickman, at the House of Commons, 
on the 1st of November. 

LiriTKH COCCXXVI (p. 278). — From a later letter to Moxon 
we gain funhtu* particulars of Ceorgo Dyer and his sensitive 
oonscience. As far Imek as the end of the nreceding century 
Dyer hat! written a couplet in his pmun “The Poet's Fate,” 
in' which occurred Home slighting mention of Rogers. A Mr. 
Darker, in his /’orn'uao, had recently quoted and so revived 
the unfortunate coupkit-dnuico Dyer’s apprehensions. 

(t^mU KntfimianH» Two fonns at Christ's Hospital were 
nicknained ** Croat Krasnuw”and “ Little Erasmus, ” probably 
from thw fact that the ( fuIltH/aien and other works of fcasmiis 
were r«»ad in th<«e ftinns. (Irccian and Deputy- Grecian are 
also welbknown gnwlcs of distinction in the nomenclature of 
Clirlst’s Hospital. 

Lkitie CCCCXXVni (p. 281).— “Good man !— I have re- 
ceivod your most friendly letter, and it occurred to me as I was 
about to an«w«sr it that the Isitin Tongue has seldom or never 
been excimnpd hy us, as a medium for eorrospouding or sj)eak- 
Ing. Vt>ur flitters, replete with Plinian clegaueieH (rather more 
than is Hcemly in a Quaker), are so reniot(! from the language of 
Pliny tliat you do not ap|>©ar to have a single word (a Roman 
word, of oouria% I mean) to ‘ throw to a tlog,’ aa the saying is. 
I»c»Mibly a long tllmwe of writing Latin has’ driven you to the 
use of your vernacular tongue imneccHsarily. I have resolved, 
therefore, to reeall you to the recovery of your lost Latinity by 
means ofrertAln famlliiir and genemlly well-known proverbs 

*» ‘The cat’s In thii ouplmard, and slm can’t see.’ 
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*• * All that glittevH is uot gold.’ 

“ ‘ Put a beggar on horseback and he will rule to tlie Devil.* 

“ ‘ Set a thief to catch a thief.’ 

‘ Mary, Mary, <iuite contrary, how iloen your garcleii grow ! ’ 

‘‘ Now let us sing of weightier themes !— 

“ ‘Tom, Tom, of Islington, inarriod a wife on Sunday. He 
brought her homo on Monday ; Bought a stick on Tuesday ; 
Boat hor well on Wednesday ; Sick was she on Thursday ; Deacl 
was she on Friday ; Glad was Tom on Saturday night, to bury 
bis wife on Sunday,’ 

“ ‘ Little Jack Ilorner sat in a oonier,’ eta. oUi. etc. 

“ ‘Biddle, diddle, dumkina ! my son John 
Went to bed with his breeches on ; 

One shoe olf ami the other shoe on, 

Diddle, diddle,’ ©to. (Da (iapo.) 

“ ‘ Here am I, jumping Joan ; 

When no one Is by, I’m here aloncJ 

“ Solve me this Riddle, and you will he an (Kdipus, Why 
is a horse like a Quaker 1 Because his whole tsonununication is 
by ‘Hay and Neigh,’ in aecordauce with tlie Sculptural injunc- 
tion ( ‘ y ea and Nuy ’ ). 

“With those trifles I got through the precious day, while 
watching by the siek-bed of our more jirocduus Emma, wlio hm 
been at borne with us ill, now for a long time. Mary joins me 
in best greetings ; she is quite well. Em a.’ 

“Given at Enfield on one or other of the Calends of April 
‘ I am Davus, not’— almanack maker 1 

“P.^S'.—Tho Reform Bill is thrown out for good,” 

Lettie OCOCXXIX (p. 282). - I append a free translation 
of the letter : — 

MagQ, 1831 . 

“My good sister is sitting by me, turning the leaves of the 
Murlpws^ your present, dearest Carjj for which we thank you, 
and mean to read it again and again. The book is doubly 
acceptable to us both, as the sacred work of the ‘ Prient t»f Com- 
passion,’ and as the gift of one, himself a Priest of the most 
humane Religion in the world. 

“When in tears, we are on the eve of joy : there are times 
when sorrow becomes gladness ; laughter is not alwayi sweet ; 
we must sometimes exohang© He I He I He 1 for Heu I Heu I 
Heu ! That the Tragio Muse is not wholly repugnant to me, 
witness 'tihis Son^ of Disaster, orimnally written by iome 
unlmown author m the vernaoular, but lately turned by mo 
into Latin— >1 moMi, ‘Tom of Islin^on,’ Do you take! .... 
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And finally Tom is filled with joy that on the following day 
(Sunday, to wit) his spouse must be carried out to burial. Lo ! 
a domestic Iliad! A cycle of calamity! A seven -days’ 
Tragedy ! 

'‘Go now and compare your vaunted Euri;pides with griefs 
like these ! Such a death of wives as this ! Where is your 
Alcostis now ? your Hecuba I your other Dolorous Heroines of 
antuniity ? 

“My cheeks are bathed in tears as I muse upon these 
tragedies ! What remains but to greet you and your own dear 
spouse, and to wish you as good health as we ourselves are 
enjoying. Elia.” 

Leitkii CGCCXXX (p. 283). — Although the date of this 
letter has been hitherto given 1831, I believe that it should 
be 1821, The letter is evidently written to Mr. Taylor, the 
publisher of the L(md(m^ at the time Ijamb was contributing 
to that magazine his Essays qf Elia, In the number for July 
1821, appeared the essay “Mackery End in Hertfordshire,^’ 
and it is in this essay that the stanza from Wordsworth occurs 
to which reference is obviously made : — 

‘ * But thou, that didst appear so fair 
To fond Imagination, 

Dost rival in the light of day 
Her delicate creation ! ” 

Taylo/s proposed im^irovement of the stanza by the substitution 
of “air” for “day ” is sufficiently amusing. 

Leiter CCOCXXXI (p. 284).— Lamb contributed to the 
Englishnutn's Matjanm of September 1831 a paper entitled 
" Recollections of a late Royal Academician ” (see Mrs. Leicester's 
Ec/wol^ etc., p. 307, and notes). This was Lamb’s first contribu- 
tion to the magazine after Moxon became its publisher. It 
was arranged that I^anib should furnish miscellaneous papers 
under the general heading of Peter's Net. 

Janus PrccUhercock, The afterwards notorious Wainwright, 
the forgtT and poisoner. 

The 'Allmmum has been hoaxed. The poem in (xuestion had 
appeared in Hone’s Ymr Book (1831) under the date 30th April. 
It was entitled “The Meadows in Spring,” and was thus pre- 
faced by its author, who signed himself “ Epsilon” “These 
vernes are in the old style ; rather homely in expression ; but I 
honestly profess to stick more to the simplicity of the old 
poets tnan the irjodorns, and to love the philosophical good- 
luuuour of our old writers more than the sickly melancholy of 
the Uyroniau wits. If my verses be not good, they are good- 
humoured, and that is something.” The verses, as Lamb 
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points on^ were again publiaheci, as a norc^lty. in the Ailimmum 
of a few months later. The editor of tlie Ailmmruni (Jnly 9, 
1831) appended to them the ftdlowing note;~~“Wti have a 
suapioion that we oould name the writer ; if ko, we are sure 
his name wonld grace our pages m nmeh as hin versea.” It 
is Lamb that is here pointed to, and accordingly ho now din- 
owns the authorship. I ain glad to he able, on the autbority 
of my friend Mr. vV. Ahlis Wright, to clear up the mystery. 
The verses were certainly hy the late Edward Fit/Clerald, then 
a young man of only one«and*t\venty. Mr. Ahlis Wright tlms 
tells the story:— ** In the year 1873 Edwanl Fit/tlerald told 
a correspondent of mine that when he was a Itui, or rather more 
than a lad, he sent some verses to Hone, w hich were afterwards 
copied into the Athenmuni of the timo. Them* wore ascrilmd to 
Charles Lamb, who wrote to say M did not write them— he 
wished he had.*' It k obvious that tht»e aw the vnrHcs itderrad 
to, signed with the first letter (Epsilon) of FitJsOerald'i favourite 
si^ature, E. F. (L Tim lines, which oi«n thiii— 

^ *11s a dull sight 
To see the year dying, 

When autumn’s last wind 
Beta the yellow wood alghini^ 

Blghing, oh sighing,”— 

are very beautiful, in the style of the iov©ntoanth»mmtury poets, 
and we cannot wonder at limb envying the unknown author. 

The Amedaies of R mid qf (k IK E. k ElUstem, ancctlotcs 
of whom Lamb had contributed to the Mnglmhmmfi*$ Aimjinvm 
in the August number, under the beading mlmUmimm 0. I), 
is, of course, the George Daw’c hist Isifore nametL 

Mowtgomerfe ImhI Man, Was lAinb aon fusing Mont- 
gomeiy and Campbell, or was be tbinking of Moutgnmery’s 
‘‘Common Lot,” which we know to hav© lietii a favourite 
with him I 

LlTTiE OOOOXXJCin (p. 286).— Moxon liad Ju«t retolvid to 
abandon his unsucoeisfUl venture, the Miaptsim. 

The sum |>ald by Mr«on for I^mb’i |»itloal 
squib, Satan in Smrdk- qf a Wi/b^ publishtd thii year In a 
thin volume, with illustrations (see Mm, MmetiAs Smmd, eta, 
p. 381). 

Any hook m Gkrid'i MmpitaL J. L Wilion’i Mktory qf 
Ofytm$ MospUed (1821). Several editioni of tills l»ook con- 
tedned quotations from Lamb and tributes to hii genius. Mr. 
“ Seagull ” was perhap E©v, John Seapr. 

LiTTiE OOOOXXX? 4p» 220).— Tlii date of tlik iiotti is 
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uncertain, but was probably about the time given above 
Carlyle's fnend from Birmingham, Dr. Badams the chemist 
bad married Louisa Holcroft in 1828, and about two years 
before Badams’ death in 1834, had taken a house in Enfield 
where they occasionally resided. Carlyle in his Heminisc&nc^ 
(Fronde’s Edition, ii. 164) relates how “Badams with his wife 
was living out at Enfield, in a big old rambling sherd of a 
house among waste gardens ; thither I twice or thrice went, 
much liking the man, but never getting any good of him.” It 
was on one of these occasions that Carlyle met Charles and 
Mary Lamb, “a very sorry pair of phenomena,” as he goes on 
to describe. It would appear from this note that Lamb had 
been somewhat irritated at the Badams couple meditating a 
residence so near him. Perhaps Carlyle was one of those who 
justifies Lamb's presentiment. 

LK'rrEii CCCCXXXVI (p, 290). — Lamb sends Landor one oi 
his volumes, probably the unfortunate Satan in Search of a Wife. 
Landor had sent some verses for Emma Isola’s album. 

Jiose Aylmer. I may be pardoned for quoting once more 
Tjandor’s lovely poem. The charm that Lamb could not explain 
lies partly pornaps in the singular beauty of the lady’s name, 
and its r<qieiition in the second stanza ; — 

“ Ah ! what avails the sceptred Race 
And what the form divine ? 

What every virtue, every grace ? 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine ! 

“ Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of memories and of sighs 
I consecrate to thee.” 

Separate fragraouts of this letter are given in Forster’s Life 
af iMndar. Thera we also learn that the “measureless B.’s” 
were the family of Mr. Charles Betham, a tenant of Landor’s 
at Llanthony. lie was the brother of Miss Matilda Betham, 
whoHc name has occurred more than once in Lamb’s corre- 
Hpondonco. See Forster’s Walter Savage Landor, a Biography, 
i. 382-386. 

LKrrKRCGGOXXXVIII (p. 291).— Mr. Moxon had sent Lamb 
hia last two poetical publications. A. C. (Allan Cunningham) 
hatl brought out his Maid of Blvar, and B. C. (Barry Cornwall) 
a volume of songs and ballads. The poems whose titles follow 
are from the latter volume. “ Epistle to What’s his Name” is 
Rroeter’a “ Epistle to Charles Lamb on his Retirement from 
the India House,” a tender and discriminating tribute. 
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Lktter CCCCXXXI X (p. 20‘2).»-Anothc‘r of Iamb’s elaborate 
fictions, though in this instance a fiction foundcii upon fact. 
A singularly brutal murder had been oornnuttcd in Enfield on 
the night of Decomb(‘r 19th in this year, Tim victim, a man 
of the name of Danhy, then recently rcturnctl from hulia and 
supposed to have money about him, was drinking that evening 
in the parlour of the Crown and lltu'scshoc, in company with 
three men of the names of Johnson, Fare, and Cooper. Johnson 
and Ooo])cr, when the hour for closing arrived, took Danijy up 
a lane called Holt White s Hill, and there the murder was com- 
mitted. All three men were ammted on the following morn- 
ing. They were tried at the Ohl Hailey in January foliowing. 
Faro was acquitted, Goonor turned king’s evidence, fmt Johnson 
was convicted, and was lianged four tlays later. 

The whole story of Lamb’s aoeidmital asiKHdation with the 
aeouaed men in the public-houso parlour is, of course, a joke. 
Probably there may have been a wig»maker of the name of 
Danby in the Temple when I^amb was a child, which gave 
Mm the opportunity for an additional c.^j»eriment m his eor- 
responilenPs credulity. A full account of the murder will be 
found in the Annual IteifMer for 

LKn’Ea CCOOXL (p. *J94).— Talfounl had just been made 
a Serjeant. Lamb remembered him, fifteen yt^ara back, when 
he was a **Chitty-ling,” or pupil of Joseph Cfdtty. 

//. 0, M, Henry Orabb Robinson, who never proceeded to 
the higher ranks of the advm‘ate’s profession, 

LRrrnu CCCOXLI (p. 295).-- -Moxon was mat about to 
publish the Lout EmaijH of Mia in a volume. The ** Fricml’s 
rroface” is the wall-known preface written by I^amb luntMelf, 
but purporting to bo by a friend of tlm late Klia.” 

LirrjBECOOGXLni (n. 290).— William Hone, in his latter 
y^rs, reverted to the rtsligious and dissenting a8MCM?iatlon« of 
his youth, and became an occasional and very tmrnc?it prcaclim*. 
Lamb playfully adapts his style to his friend’s new vtsmtion. 
The veraes of Ijamlrs, which ho inquires for, will b« fmtnd in 
Hone’s Tear Book {ml his Tabk BooA% March 19, IHfll. They 
are headed “To C. Aders, Esjp, on his Gtdlccthm of Piilntings 
by the old German Masters.’* 'rhe lines are, to nay the truth, 
not very good. 

Letcbe CCOOXLYI (p. 297). -Charles and Mary had just 
made what was destined to be their kit ohangu of roihlent^, 
from Enfield to the neighbouring village of Ktlmonton. They 
now arranged to board and lodge with a Mr. and Mm. Walden 
at Bay Cottage, in Church Street Tim name has la^cn of late 
years changed, in honour of its dktinpkhed mm|»tntJi, to 
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Mnih'g Cotta,K<u It in within a stone’s throw of the narish 
cliureh fuul of Lamb’s grave. 

Lf.tteu (jCJCCXL'V II (p. 298 ). — Hhe Last JSssays of Elia were 
just puLUhIkhI in a volume by Moxon. They included one 
on the “UarranneHS of the Imaginative Faculty in the Pro- 
duct ions t»f Mocbu-n Art.” The “Ariadne” of Titian in the 
National (lallcry is there described and criticised, and it is to 
thin that Lamb refers in the present letter. The “Popular 
Kallaeiea” were also reprinted in this volume from the Mw 
Mtudhiy MagaziM, 

IiErrKii GGGCLn (p, 30S).— This very fierce letter appears 
to refer to the lawsuit between Moxon and Taylor respecting 
the copyright in the essays forming the second series of Elia. 

LErrKii CCi'Cmi (p. 804).— This charming little note 
pleasantly completes the story of Emma Isola’s courtship by 
felward Sloxoii. Mrs. Moxon dieil at Brighton on the 2nd of 
February 1891, at the of eighty-two. She was accordingly 
twenty “four at the time of her marriage. 

Leiteu OGGGLVI (p. 306).— Edward Moxon was preparing 
a new eollrction of sonnets, afterwards published in a slender 
octavo, tledicated to Wordsworth, in 1886. It included seveml 
hwpirml by his “young Bride.” Moxon accepted one at 
least of Tiiuub’s corrections ; for the fifth sonnet, when printed, 
opened thus— 

** Four days, wild Ocean, on thy troubled breast 
A wanderer I have been 1 ” 

XimiMs play j epiloguad hy wte.— “The Wife.” 

LriTKIi COCGLVII (t>. 808),— An early copy of Eogers’s 
volume of \mnm, with illustrations by Turner and Stothard, 
ptibliMhcd in 1831, had been sent to Lamb. 

A mmmt m tits The sonnet wbioh I now append, 

appeared in the Timm of December 13, 1833 

“ To Samml Ihym, Esq., on the new Edition of his 
* Pltamrm of Memory* 

“When thy gay book hath paid its proud devoirs, 

Poetic friend, and fed with luxury 
iiye of pampered aristocracy 
In fiittc?ri«g drawing-rooms and ^It boudoirs, 

O'erlaiil with comments of pictorial art 
However rioh or rare, yet nothing leaving 
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Of healthful ai'tion tn the Houl-ctuuanviu^ 

Of tht^ true reader— yet a nobler part 
Awaite thy work, already claHHie .styled. 

Cheax»“chul, accessible, in honudiest show 
The modest beauty thro* the land shall go 
From year to year, and render life mon^ mibl ; 

Rofhieiuent to the poor man's hearth .shall give 
And in the moral heart of Englautl live.’* 

VoitrartitiL Thomas Btothard. Ho died within a few month.s 
of this mention of him, in April 18J14, at the of seventy- 
nine. Tlie verses, publishod in tbo Athenmum^ beginning’— 

“ Consummate artist, who.se undying name 
With clas.sic Rogers shall go down famo,*' 

will bo found in Afr^. Achmd^ etc., p. 37th 

Poor ITenry's. Henry Rogers, brother of the poet. 

Ookridge^s /uwpy emmplificathm, I iamb, after his tnistom, 
(loos not (fuoto the linos oorrectly, nor does he a|>pear to have 
boon aware that they wore translated from Htdiillor -- 

“ In the Hoxametor rises the fountain’s silvt*ry column ; 

In the Pentameter ay(^, falling in meUKly Imek." 

Coloridgo's version was fli'st printed in Fnmdikipk OJ cringe 
1884. 

Lettku OOGCLVIII ^p, 310). -’-This letter was first printed 
by me from the ovigi^^‘^1 Hie possession of B, MaoXleorge, Ksep, 
of Glasgow. It is worthy of preservation, if only for the 
beaiitifal thought in the last senteutH*. 

Tfm kind legacy refers to a legat^y of £80 from Anno Botham 
to Mary Lamb, 

Lettbe CCCCLIX (p. 811), --Miss Frytir, of Cdiattiirii 
in Cambridgeihir®, was an old sohoolfollow of Emma Isola. 
Dover Street was now the homo of the Edward M.oxtuw, ami 
was to achieve a deservedly high name in asiooiation with pootn 
and poetry. 

^Leti'Kii CCCCLX (p. 812).— Louim Martin wm an old 
friend of Lamb and hli sister. She bore the niekniime of 
“Monkey,” and some verses addreiwed to her will 1 «j found in 
PomMi Flays, midMke&Ummm Mmys, p, 158. 

Lbttbk OOOOLXI (p. 818).— This interesting and touching 
letter was first printed by me ftrom. the original in Etiv. (J. IL 
Manning’s possession. 



NOTES. 


375 


of courae, meant for Wright’s transUtion of 

Dan to, aiHl im/aithfulims of 0. for Cary’s. 


IjtTTEK CCCGLXII (p. 315). -Samuel Taylor Coleridge died 
at M r. (fUlnuui s, Higligato, on the 25tli of July 1834. “Shortly 
arttn’,” Talfonrd tolls lus, “assured that his presence would be 
wcdooino, I.amb went to Highgate. There he asked leave to 
SCO the nurao who bad attended upon Coleridge ; and being 
struok and alfectod by the feeling she manifested towards his 
friend, insisted on her receiving five guineas from him.” 


Lki'TKE CGCCLXIII (p. 315).— Mr. Cary had just returned 
from a tour through Normandy and the South of France. It 
was in the previous year that ho had visited Holland and 
Germany. This note is in answer to an invitation to the 
resumed monthly dinners at the Museum. 


LirrER CCGGLXIV (p. 316).— “In December 1834 Mr. 
r^itub received a letter from a gentleman, a stranger to him — 
Mr. Childs of liungay, whose copy of Elia had been sent on an 
Oriental voyage, and who, in order to replace it, applied to Mr. 
('ralfourd.) 


Lhitku coco lx V (p. 817).— Mr. Cary’s son, in his 
Memoir of his father, does not print this letter, though he ^ves 
otlier butters of Lamb’s. Talfourd gives it without any date. 
It Ims been hitherto assumed to belong to the preceding year, 
but there are reasons why I think this unlikely. 

Lrn'KU CCCCLXVI (p. 819). — “The following notelet is in 
answer to a letter inclosing a list of candidates for a Widow’s 
Fund Hooiety, for which ho was entitled to vote. A Mrs. 
Southey headed the inclosed list” (Talfourd.) 


Lp.ttkh GCCCLX VII (p. 319).— The Eev. Henry Cary, in the 
Metnoir of his father, after quoting Lamb’s short note of 12th 
Hoptoinber, atlds : Not many weeks after, Lamb died. He 

hatl Imrrowed of my father rhillips’s Theatrmi Poeta/rum 
AwfliernwruMt which was returned by Lamb’s friend, Mr. 
Mokon, with the leaf folded down at the account of Sir Philip 
Hydney.” 

Mr. Cary acknowledged the receipt of the book by the 

following 


LINES TO THE MEMORY OF CHARLES LAMB. 

“ should It bo, my gentle Mend ; 

Thy leaf last closed at Sydney’s end. 

'rhou, too, like Sydney, wouldst have given 
The water, thirsting and near heaven ; 
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Nay, were it wine, filled to the l)rini, 

Thou hatist lookM hard, but given, like him. 

“ And art tliou mingled then among 
Those famous sons of ancient song I 
And do they gather round, and praise 
Thy relish of their nobler lays I 
Waxing in mirth to hear thee tell 
With what strange mortals thou didst dwell 
At thy quaint sullies more delighted. 

Than any^s long among them lighted ! 

“ ’Tis done : and thou hast joined a erow 
To whom thy soul was justly due ; 

And yet, I think, where’er thou lie, 

TheyTl scarcely love thee more than we.” 
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Allcti, IbdMWt, I. 230, 898 
AUm»p, Thmnas, U, 2H0. Hee IMUrs to 
Aliitopt ^Ir^., ii. 802 
Alaager, Thomas Maaaa, of the Times, 
I. 1151, 408; death 1H40, i. 408; on 
the «tAgc, il. 6 ; 14, 21, 122 
A'nm'linn Farmrr, Tim, 1. 271 
Amhirst, Isml. I. B88 
Amory'i Life tf John Jhinde, i. 8«8 
An-olmt Marinm, The, Coleridge, 
Iamb on a review of, f. 100 
Andcwmi, Dr. Jamw, Introduction 
tti lAmb, i. W7, m ; lamb’s visit 
U», i. 144 ; 886 


Angerstein’s, picture sale at, i. 277 
Annual Anthmgi), The, reference to, 
i. 140, 880, 881 ; the contributors 
to, 1. 881 ; 885 

Annuals, Lamb on, ii. 178, 211, 226, 
274 

AnU^Jaodbin, The, i. 871 
Antonio, by W. Godwin, Lamb on 
Epilogue to, i. 162, 163 ; on the 
Play, i. 165; failure of, i. 154; 
criticisms of, i. 166 ; Lamb’s Pro- 
logue t«, i. 886 
Arch, publisher, i. 889 
Archimedes, i. 184 
Ariosto, i. 12 
AristoUe, i. 185 

Asbury, Dr., ii. 221, 266. See Letters 
Astrea, D’Urf6, ii. 230, 861 
[ Athanasius, i. 11 
Atlas, The, newsp^er, ii. 856 
Ayrton, 'William, Director of Music 
at the King’s Theatre 1816, ii. 1, 
14, 821 ; Knight’s Musical lAbrary, 
edited by, ii. 821 ; Don Giovanni, 
produced by, ii. 821; 866. See 
Letters to 

Badams, Mr., ii. 225, 858, 871. See 
JMters 

Badams, Mrs., ii. 290, 292 
Baillie, Miss, ii. 160 
Ball, Mr., friend of Ijamb, at Canton, 
1. 289 

BalJtac, i. 138 

Banks, Sir Joseph, 1. 297 

Bannister, Jack, actor J. 168, 285 

Darhara S (Fanny K^y), ii. 131, 

800, 845 

Barbauld, Mrs., books for children 
bv, i. 287 ; ii. 92 
Baring, Sir Francis, i. 107 
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Barry, JamaH. paliitar, il. 'I'M 
Barrymora, Mr., i. *iHd 
BarUemy Fair, 1. 2;.^ 

Bartlett, Mr., actor, 1. 1'HtI 
Barton, Banmrd, Quaker pmd., It, 
45 ; “ on iUo«iatlaUl,‘* by, 

il. 86 PmtU VigUs, by, it 101, 350, 
341 : Pimm (18*i0), by, 11. 134, $45; 
DeiHitlanal (I 826 X B. 148. 

847 ; 351 ; d Nm Fe«r'« Kt^t and 
Other Foom, by, ii. 217, 352, $57 ; 
Iamb's Arntuieetlug with, U. 831; 
“Verses on tho Death of Ferey 
Bysshe Shelley, ” by. If. 83$, 383 ; 
Tm Widow's Tale, ami Other Pmns, 
by, il. 354. See Utters to \ 

Barton, Elisa, sister of Beniarti 
Barton, ii. 280, 862 
Barton, Lucy, daughter of Bernard 
Barton, linw to, by Ijamb, il. Ill ; 
127, 178, 845 
Baskerville, ii. 169 
Battin, Mr., ii. 259 
Beaumont and Fletcher, I. 186, 154 
Beaumont and Flotcher'a Wi/e/ora 
Month, I. 23 ; Fnlamon and Arcite, 
quotM, i. 24 ; 878 
Beaumont, HlrG., 1. 810; ii. 188 
Bedfortl, (h a, i. 886 
Banger, Miss Kllwbtsth, authoress, 
1. 171, 8H6 ; liunb's visit to, i. 172 
Bentley, George, ii, 822 
Betham, Charles, ii. 371 
Betharn, Matilda, /mj/ of Marie, i. 
849,366,404; 11.871; “ VignetUM," 
by, ii. 16. See UUm 
Betty, H. W., “The young Roscius," 
i. 288 

Bijou, The, il 854, B56 
Blake, William, I, 806 ; designs of, 
il. 105; the •* Canterbury Bil* 
grtms," by, il. 106 
Blake's Sun>g$ of Imoornee, il. $41 
Bkkesmoor, Hertfordshire, I#amh 
at, L 882 

“ Blaktamoor In Hertfcmlshlre," 
Lamb’s li«iy on, il. 848, 852 
Blackwood, Mr,, il. 226 
Btofewood'i il. 82 ; loamb's 

fkrce, “ wwiibroktifs 0augh« 
tm,** in, ii. 189, S62 
Blanchard, lAnmn, Lytlo Offmings, 
by, ii. 217, 858, Sm Liters le 
Bland, Mrs., i B14 
Blenheim, picture gallftw ftt, t 8W 
Bloomfield, Eober^ I 403 
“ Bloomfield, Stanais on,*' by 
Bmmard Barton, iU i6 
Bloomfield's, R, Fanmf$ Boy, 
Lamb on> 1. 157, 159 


Bl.^\hHi!i, t^arn, ii. I5H 
BtHlltnau Llbiary, i, Biil 

llnglo, Ucurge, i. ;IH2 

Bohn, II. G., if. $23 
iksiks for children, Iamb on, i. 
237 

Bourne, Vincent. iMaatar at West- 
mlnsL'r tkduHd, The iMln Pmms 
t»f, 1. 841, $43, 401 

Bowles, William Lisle, i. 4, 17, 20, 
54 ; potnii //«•]**’, by, I. 87$ 

Bowring, Blr John, If. 7H 
Boyer. Ecv. Jamas, ilaad* Master of 
Christ’s Hospital, dtmth of, I, 88$, 
400 

“ Braes of Yarrtw, The," i. 8 
BraUam, J., singer, 1. 296, 814 
Brauwhite, Mr., il. 826 
Brent, Miss, I 827 
“Brltlgct," Mary lAmb, Il 218 
British Musinnn, Garrick's teiqnest 
of Flays to, il. 16$ 

Brown, Miss, teimb on hw engage. 

ment to Mr. White, ii. 30H 
Browne, HIr T., i. 807 
Brnctt’a Lmiond, I 64 
Bruton, Mr., U. 888. See UUm to 
Bruton, Mrs., Ii. 22. .hcs Utkr» lo 
Biu'han, Earl t»f, I 216 
Buckingham, EUm, I 102 
Butraiu, Mrs., I, 814 
BufTam, Miss, il 2H9 
Hull and MttuUi, Obarles Idoyd at, i. 
70 

Buubury, IL, caricaturist, {, $24, mm 
John, Mmj,, P'ije *•/, by Amory, 
I 80, 87 H 

Bunyan, KdiUon de Pme of, il 157 
Buonaparte, i. 248, 297 , 8Mj 
; Buoimjiarleand th'omwidl, 
tmrailid «»f, I 28$ 

Burger, f. IHi; Uommt, trarwlatlou 
by William Taylor, i. 872 
Burke, Edmund, I loH ; ii. 226 
Burleigh, fitml, i. 2H4 
Burnett, George, i. 201. 2ti7, 210, 
220, 221. 274 

Buriiftt’a iiiMtorw tf hi» omii TimtM, 

launbon, i. 125,211 
Buntey, Captain (aBer wards Ad* 
mlral), i. 244, 289, 814, 8161 ; letter 
te* Elckimn, I, 288 •* death of, ii. 
41, 830 

Burney, Captain and Mrs., I 276, 
814 

Burney, Martin, 1 1?8, §02, 114,324, 
$58, soil ; il 83, imi, 370 
Burnt!, I 7, 54, T4, 11% U8, H«i 
Murm, Life and Corrmpmukrm tf, 
Dr. Currie, I 404 
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BurwH, Misu, actroHH, afterwards Christ's Hospital, i. 180- W. F 
Mrs. Cold, ii. 10, ‘J:i, 324 Mylius a master at, i. 82o’* anmiai 

Burton, imitaticmH of, hy liamb, i. dinnerof old boys, i. 327 ; death of 

, ttie Rev. James Boyer, sometime 

Burton, Eobwt., i. 384 Head-Master of, i. 833; Eev. W. 

Burton. Hampshire, Lamb and Trollope, master at, i. 833- 392* 

Lloyd at, 1707, i. 37u 899; ii. 867 ’ 

Burton'll Atmtnm^ of Mdam'holyj ii. Christy, Dr., i. 192 
lf»i Ohurchley, ii. 222 

Byo, Tommy, (dark in the India Cihler's Afology, ii. 166 


UtHWU, U, 22 

Byron, Ijord, and CuleiidKo'H tragedy, 
itemnw, i. 362, 400, 403; ii. 28, 
nil* ; The T idon of Judy^nent, fLdtion 


Clare, John, poet, ii. 44; Lamb on 
Pomns by, ii. 44, 831. Se.e Letters to 
Clare, Mrs., ii. 44 
‘'Claridge’s covers,” ii. 222 


in connortlou with, ii. 100 ; Lamb Clarke, Charles Cowden, ii. 87, 121, 


on death of, ii. 107, 121 ; English 
Bank and Booteh Ikvkwm, ii. 826; 
Ikm Juan, ii. 820; death of, at 


289, 843, 866, 857. See Letters to 
Clarke, Bev. John, father of C. Cow- 
den Clarke, ii. 200, 850 


Mlwolongiii, April 19, 1824, il. 842 Clarke, Mrs. 0. Cowden, ii. 214, 330 
Clarke, Mrs., mistress of the Duke of 


Calud, il. 19 
Oa»Iogan, teml, li, 163 
Calms Ijamb at, 1. 806 
Calvert, Dr., i. SiK) 

CJambrWge and tlie Cam, i. 119, 122, 
166, 169, 1H4, 261 


York, i. 808, 897 
Olarksou, Mrs., i. 266, 267 
Clarkson, Thomas, i. 229, 806 ; visit 
of Lamb to, i. 280 ; ii. 204 ; monu- 
ment to, near Wade’s Mill, il. 266 
Claude, sale of pictures by, i. 277 


Oainbridgts Thomas Manning at, i. Oobbett, Mr., i. 822, 328 ; Political 


8H8 : Lamb's friemls at, il. 69 
(fampUidl, J. Dykw, 1. 3H0 
(’arletoii, ('nptein C., ii. 09 
(JarllMhs BIr A., surgeon, ii. 71 
(!art weight, i. 28 


Rsgistm, i. 866, 404 
Ccekbs in Search of a Wife, Hannah 
More, i. 806, 897 

Oolbum, H., it 169. See Lett&rs to 
Oolbum's Magazine, ii. 169 


Cary, B<sv. H. F., translator of Dante, Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, Lamb on 
» i. HH, *M\ 2H 1 , 808, 378 ; translation poems of, i. 1, 14, 49, 61 ; Evidences 


of the Birds uf Aristophanes, bv, 
li, 84‘i ; translation of Dante, it 
878 ; lines to the memory of I^amb, 
it 873. See Utkrn to 
C 4 Ud{iel«l, actor, i. 249 
Cmiurti MtmiUw, The, it 383 
C^irvantoM, ii. 35 
ciiamisiw, Mr., I. 81, 350 
Chamlsirs, John, elerk in the India 
Housti, it 17, 322 
(‘lumpian, The, 1. 335, 400 
Chfipuian's Uwmr, Ijamb on, t 288 
Charle.‘i IL, li. 278 ^ , 

CharbJte, iTlimoss, death of, ii. 8 
<!hatterto«, Oolwldge's MoiuKiyon, 
i. 9, 87ti 
Chiautw, t«l 

Vfmm'tr, (hKlwin, I- J56 

VMmhul, The, bv (fharloM DUkBu the 
younger, it 128, 844 , ^ 

Childs, Mr., il. 875. Sm Umn to 
ChllUm, it. it W 
Chitfcy, Jewnpb, L 408 ; it 872 
CkrimM, H. T. Coleridge, I. 145, 
I71.i *158 

VhMtim, by Idward Moisoa, It 281 


ofRdigion, i. 2 ; Coridmes ad Popu- 
Imu, i. 8 ; Joan of Arc, 1. 8, 21, 61 ; 
Religions Musings. 1 1, 7, 14, 30, 61 ; 
connection with the Watchman, i.7 ; 
letter from Shurton Bars, 1 18 ; the 
“ Complaint of Ninathoma,” 1 17, 
49 ; Bonnet to Kosciusko, t 17 ; 
Bonnet to Mrs. Siddons, t 18; 
I^amh's parodies on “Dactyls” 
by, i. 26 ; verses on Home Tooke, 
i. 27 ; unsettled as to residence, i. 
88; atStowey,t 06; LamVs long- 
ing for companionship of, i. 69, 86 ; 
Lamb on a review of the Ancient 
MaHnm, i. 100; paper on Mr. 
Wyudham in Morning Post, i. 122 ; 
visit to Lamb, March 1800, 1 126 ; 
at Keswick, t 188; “Lewti”and 
the “ Baven Lamb on, 1 141 ; and 
Miss Mary Evans, 1. 288 ; lectures 
by, i. 297 ; first number of the 
prUnd issued, 1. 804 ; at Hammer- 
smith, i. 828 ; JBemowe, tragedy by, 
produced at Drury Lane, Jan. 28, 
1818, i. 881, 400; WalUnstewi,i.ZZl; 
Christdbd, i. 862 ; Poems <m Various 
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SuMmU.i, seP; Ikdln^ K^Utms, 
I 370; Monotiy on Chatt«*rt<m, i, 
B70; tho Htatut$ ik i. 

B72; Mter to Iamb, i B,'J; at 
Netn®r»8towey, 1. STS ; jmblumtUin 
of mHionil wlititm of JWm (1707), 
i. 374, y7H ; at Bhwwsbury, i. S7P ; 
viBit to Ocnnauy, i. BTU; iitmtit* 
rivalry totwoMn, and Iamb, i. SVO ; 
KliwayH in tlm Momiwf IW, i. SOI ; 
th« Frkmi, I, BOO. BOS; Irctun*^ 
at th« Eoyal limtitutlon, I. BM7 ; 
rofUHwl at (JovonKJardm, 

i. 40S‘; at Llttlo Ilanipbm, ii. 7 ; 
state of hoalth, Dttc. 1817, il, 0 ; 
l©cturt»H, ii. IB ; m^nnot by, ii. 30, 
aS7 ; ioiumt in 

MiM, Ii. B‘2 ; S4; to 

ii. 100. 840 ; Iteturoa, at Flower do 
Luco Cknirt, ii. B3*i ; i«nier on the 
Prmi^thiim of .^isfbylus, by, II. 
188; 158, m; “Fancy In Nubt- 
Ima,'* ii. 888 ; 846, 874. Si^s Uitms 

OolaridK«, l>avicl Hartley, 1. % 58, 
68, 178, 875 

Ooledtige, Dtrwant, “W-po»/* imn 
of B. T. OoloritlKO, 1. 387, 881 
Oolcddgti, Go(wa, i. 874 
Coleridge, Hartley, MoiuKly on, t, U; 
850 : at Oxfoni, i. 403 ; aonuote by, 
li. 78, 887 

Ctdarliige, Henry Nelson, SU^JIimth» 
in tkelM Jrnik^, by, ii. 140, 847 
Coleridge, Bara, !. 14, 53, 63, 133, 
182, 178, 875, 804 ; translation of 
Dobriaboifer'H Aemmnt ef tk$ Abk 
mne$, 11. 66, 886, 846 
Collier, Jolm Payne, 1. 884 ; TmiiaiX 
Demrmmn, ii. 84, 838. Fm Utlers 
Collier, Mr., i. 815 
Oollter, Mrs., i, 815; ll. 208. 

JMkn 
Collins, 1. 24 
(Mion, i. 61 

Con^Mon. TM, 11. 190, 155 
Ommit of hiaMk i. 151, 

m 

O&ndmmi ml Coleridge, 

JU«nb’i opinion of, I 8; 19, 109 
Oonptv 0 ,i. 158 : ami VoUaira, 1, 397, 
Omvmlim ^ Uintoa, TM. Wortla- 
worth, i. 805, 897 
Cook, OapWn, 1. 894 
Oooki, Actor, i. 193, 198 
tenwall, Barry (B. W. Procter), ll. 

114,871. 

Corry, i. 850 
Ooa»ii*» MSS., i. 876 
Cottle, Amoi, death of, i. 152 ; 898 
CotHo, Joaoph, i. 88, 101, 307, 878 ; 


|«»em by, S. \M\ ss»s • 
ii. 3fi, 37 ; Liimli'a vi«it to, i. ifm J 
341; Urfutkdimm t itiiif' i,* 

870,879; Monthly tntdttlsu H»mnt*r* 
atm, i, BTo ; I'oll pf (‘tinihrm, by, Ii. 
3H, 830 ; and latrtl llyrtm, ii, a|i ; 
835; *• Ki|»««tu!at««ry Kplatbi ul 

I. ortl Byron, “ ii. 820. Srt iMt^s in 
(’olbm, (‘harb-a, ii, 858 

Cmitta, 5lrfi,, ««ggt».»tthl to, oti 
Mialftd' Wilbiun Cmlwin, If. m 
Covtmtiiardtm, Mary Liimb'a picture 
of thtt imighlMiui-hmal of, if, 6 : K. 
833 

{‘owlcy, I. 6, (kl 

fttwjiiw, i. H, 13; lAmb'HailmIralion 
of, i. 53 ; 59, 04 ; liticf* In, by Lttiib, 
i. 71 ; Tht 7tr4" tpmltHi, i. 57 
Copier ami C'ha|mmu f«mi|«irw;i, I. 

(Yisp, Mr., tortau', at t'anibritlgc, I. 

15,, 1H4, 308. 8 HO 
(‘rUitif Thi/^, reSorence to, I, 8 
CrtUmt 77ie, t. 19, 3il, IC», 49 

CroiuwrU, imfiralt of, at Bydriry 
Huauitx Ckdbwb t*ai«te4tlg«, ii, ftp 
Citnnvvtdl ami Bu»*nai>arta,au||gtitiii 
parallel of, I. 38H 
{•rwtkalmnka, i. o, IB 
Uumlairland, I Hike of, i. 34ii 
Cunningham, Allan, 11. 147,357,868, 
864, 871 

Currie, Hr., t, 146; /-i/e r*«il Ckuri* 
timitktm t\f !^urnM^ by, 1, 401 

IMnby, il, 889. 178 

Haute, 1. 1 9, 78 

Harley, George, ll, PiO, I IT; 

«e, m Afny qmmt 11, 33 1 
Harwitt, Hr., i. 77 

“Hash/' a diw given Lamb by 
Thomas HmaL U. 170, li4, 8ft t, 852 
iMven|Hirt, 4ohn, II, IflT 
Havy, I 397 

IMwe, fteoqiii, II. A,, I 27 CI, », 81 i ; 

II. 884 

Ha t%mp, aob»r, I, $nh 
Ha Foe, Hmmm by, I. BHii; it, 
l*mb on works of, li. ftft, op ; Wib 
»mt*i Mfmtdm of, tinl t«,tub‘» F.4i-- 
mnk ^f}kmnd^^r^ Kumh II. SSI 
Ik Frkf Fife, find Timm r|/, by Walter 
Wilson, ii. 84ft ; review of, by Hu** 
btt, II. 346, 803, »» 

Ht'^ quilicey, tl. T, PJ4 ; iMUt l«i a 
ymm Mtiii, tt&, li, il4 
HerimKiy, 1. 67 
Hftibrow, tally, li IP 
Hi^pard, Cofonel, i. Uii 
HftvonMiirii, the Huke of, it. 850 
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DevoTuaiircj. t\m of 1. ui accident to, ii. 92, 117 • marriasp 

IJeruunUiarton, il. Ul ; 173.’ 347, 807. Se7Scr8 
/n 1 , Dyer, Mrs., a. 819. SeeLettm 

Dilnlin, (Jbarloa, nautical soug- 
writrr, a. 384 East Imlla Company, Tlie, ii. 14 

DllKlin.cnmrhw, tUey‘>uugpr,ii.384; East India House il 22 
Fonfif;.4rl/»<r, by, ii. 10H,842; 77i« Edinburgh Eevim, i. 302* Ro- 
(%esmnd, by, il. 128, B44 formist’s reply to the, i. 398* ii 


Dilwlin, Jtdni Batcji, death of, ii. 334 


reply to the, i. 398 ; ii. 


his discovery of * ‘ Elia,” ii. 836. Sm Edmonton, Charles and Mary Lamb 
i.f-tUr» at, ii. 872 

llIlKlin, Mi«M, of John Babes Edward If., Marlowe, i. 93 
OilKlin, ii. 8H6 : account of Inm Elia, an Italian, clerk at the South 
brother’s friendship with I*amb, ii. Hca House, ii. 86 ; death of, ii. 85 
3H5 Elia Essays, Dedication to, ii. 64; 

IHhdln, EtdMU-t, W., ii. S84 references to, ii. 337, 388, 840 

D* Israeli, Iwiac, I. 172 Ellis Agar, ii. 860 

IdbUm-upon.Thamei, epltiiphs at, 1. KlUston, actor, i. 285 
8 IP, S20 Elton, Sir Charles, versos by, ii. 830. 

Dohriiihotfnr. Martin, Armimt of tm Sm Letters 


Atdimnrs, i>y, II, ZM, m 
Utsld, actor, ii. 42 
UfSid. Dr., 1. 891, B92 
IhHiifey’s »Hlitlo»m of old plays, 1. 
154, iOd 

Dodwcdl, Henry, of the India House, 
1. 4U4 ; ii. 88t. iSfc Utters 
lh>KKct, the i'«mtand Bmlge, U. 160 
HolUn. WiUlum, I 814 
Ikm fHomnni, ilrstpttsluccd in Eng- 
land, April IH17, ii. 8‘il 
Doime, II, 103 
UowdeUj KUwilwthj ii. 228 
IHiwdotyn Smthey, 1. 871 


Hca House, ii. 86 ; death of, ii. 85 
Elia Essays, Dedication to, ii. 64; 

references to, ii. 837, 388, 840 
Ellis. Agar, ii. 860 
KlUscon, actor, i. 285 
Elton, Sir Charles, versos by, ii. 830. 
Sm Letters 

Elton, Sir Edmund, ii. 802 
Enfield, iL 207 ; incendiarism at, ii. 276 
Englishman's Magazine, The, Lamb's 
contributions to, ii. 284, 870 
“ Epitaph on an Infant,” Coleridge, 
i. 870 

Epitaphs, at Ditton-upon-Thames, i. 
820 

“ Bplthalatnlnm,” an, on the marriage 
of 0. Oowden Clarke, ii. 214, 215, 
867 

Essay on Roast Pig,” 1. 870 
Evans, Miss Mary, and Coleridge, 1. 

m 


ikiwley, Mr,, clerk In the India 15 vans, Ned, 1. 10 


Hun rm. il. U, Ul 

lirama, The, ibHirge Dyer <nt, I. 149 


Evans, William, of the India House, 
i. 19, 890, 408 ; 11. 825 


DrwnaUc Works, uurchuHe ExGunlon, The, Wordsworth, publi- 


of, for Wordfiworth, I, 154 cation of, 1. 828, 897 ; Lamb's 

Drayton, Miclnud, i. 343 ; il. 164 review of, 1. 899 

Drultt. Mary, i, 229, 3H9 ; epitaph on, 

I, 25«, 31H Falrlhx, 1. 61 ; Oomy ofBulhn, i. 77 

DmmnioniN, bankers, li, 179 Fairford, X’liillp, 1, 881 

Drnry Dime Theatre, I»atfih'H three, Fall of Vamhrla, The, by Joseph 
Mr, IL, irccepUHl at, 1. 2H2, 295 Cottle, il. 28 
D«1 «>Im, clown, 1. 279 EaUk^s Ifedding, Dr. Kenrlck, i. 

Dtidley, tlmrle# Htoke, marrlmi to 872 

llefiDu* Havt»ry, 1. 394 Mr, ff., by Latnb, accepted at 

Dtmcan, II I m, actress, 1. 285 Drury Tmne Theatre, 1. 282 ; failure 

Dnrwlable, ll. 255 of, i. 290 

DTl'rfi^, romance by, ii. 280, Farewell to Tobacco,” The, 1. 896 ; 

391 Ik . 


Ilcfitcr Havt»ry, 1. 394 Fai'ct?, Mr, E., by Latnb, accepted at 

Hmcan, II I m, actress, 1. 285 Drury Tmne Theatre, 1. 282 ; failure 

Inrwlable, ll. 255 of, i. 290 

nirfi^, romance by, li. 280, Farewell to Tobacco,” The, 1. 896 ; 

3iU Ik 

Dytir, (Icorge, I. 27, 49, 105, 18rt, 137, Farmer's Boy, The, B. Bloomfield, i. 
son, ‘iPJ ; II. *J3l; l*ml» on Fttems, 167, 169 

by, k Wh 142, 144,149, 182; Farren, W., In Payne’s “ All Pacha,” 
on the timnm, k 149, 152, 157 *. In- il. 51 ^ ^ 

trtsluctlon of f Anib to John Hick- Fatdketm, play, by Godwin, i. 888 
mail by, 1. 157 ; Drefiict to Fttems Fauuthwoy, banker and forger, exe- 
of, i. 15T ; tty, k 184, 891 ; cutlon oj ik 118, 848 


2«l, m% Mft, 886, MH ; ii. 4 ; ( Fawcett, 


ill* Ike AAQ| 

Mr,, actor, 1. 272 
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Fawcett, Eev. »Tc>iMipli, (Ihiseutiug 
luinintcr, i. *i72, Hl)5 
“ Fayette, To/' Himn« t. i. S75 
Feani’a AnU-Ttmbu Si. 1T7» 

Fell, Mr,, L m, 2 ID, 227, 273, 813, 
8W 

Pell, Mw., i. Sin 

Fenwick, Klim, Mrs. Eutherfonl, ii. 
174 
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Mrs, %«, il 819 ; at an evening 
party at Haydon’i il, 811 : Mrs. 
Mathews's dcseripEon of, IL m : 
Essay on ‘ * Some of the OM Actors, 
IL 881 ; visit, wlto Mmv, to Jam« 
Kermey at Tftimillei> If. ttl ; visit 
to Talma, li 889 ; Bs»y on “New 
Tmr’s lv%” ii. 884 : the opening 
of mendsWp wito J. E DlMin, iC 
884 ; semdry Btmyi re^rred to, ii. 


844 ; “ The Eeliglon of th# Actors,” 
by. ii, 84? ; pictimi prcusuted by, 
to Bernard Earlim, ii. :i5t ; iMwtraifc 
of, il. 854 ; ** Thu Gy|«y‘H MalLon/* 
Ii. 859 ; tbe ImM Mmam i*/Eim, puh. 
Ushed. ii. .878 ; Itov. H. F. r*&ry'a 
Lines to the Mtuuorv «f, il. ST5 
l4iinb« KIl^beUsCinotiierofCharle.iL 
dmtb of. i. 82, H8 

I/tttiib, .John (fttihef of 0harli«X 1. 
82, 88 : ii. mn 

l*ami», John (i^rothor «»f Clmrlea), 
aceddent to. i. d, LI ; 80 ; work on 
HammU^, by, L 828, 89 H; dmth 
of, il. 41, ffilO 

Isnnh, Mary, Insanity of, i. i‘i, $% * 
at IsUngton, L $t $ ; thtuights of 
Brdiain, i. 80; 8H. 58. tl'j, tlS ; at 
Hackney, L 70; Kcl 87, H#, 127; 
unsidtleil state of fnmtth, i. FJi ; 
•* Helen, ** by, I. I4M wi ; 101, la, 
208 ; lines by, on tl» Marlonna, i. 
204 ; lin««i on the “ Ijuly Blanch,** 
1. 205 ; ttW, 270. 275, 279 : iiuhlica. 
tioii of the Titimftsm rntrnmman, 
L 979, « ; Illness of, i. W& ; Pmin, 
Jhr tAiWfsa, by, I SOU, «I7; li. 
121 ; illness of, 1825, il. Ul, 187 ; 
retunr of IBness. IW, ii. 280, 175, 
198 

I^mert, Dr., IL 18 
Ijmtion, Miss, li. 178, 910 
Laiidof, Walter Bavage, ii, 290, 171. 
Hm lifters 

iMndaft fFftikr .8cti«ip, n 
Forster, il, 871 

LandoFs Jtditia, L 849 ; Mm§ Apimr, 

il $n 

Isinmhrwne, Martinis of, ml# of 
pictonii, L 275, *i77 
Emtifs a/MHit, li. STB 
iMtin FmmSt Tka, of V. Itounie, i. 
841, 401 

Ijiwrey, Mr., IL 4 

Loy Mort^letham. L I# 

1st Grice, dharlei Valentine, and 
5tliM Hunt, L % 0 ; Wi 
Isi Grits#, l^mnel, kindntsi to lAinb, 
L 85; 114; deato of, at Jattmlm, 
L 187; 881, SiS 
Leighton, Bishop, IL 100 
L^^man, Mrs., ii. 170, im 
Leishman. tollor, ti. Mil 
Leewtt, tlliiger, i, 8Ti 
Lettom iV«n Cllmries l Ainb to-- 
Aiiwwortli, W. Ilarrisfiit (lh«, 9, 
imi IL 94 ; (Btfl. mi. 1821), il, 
95 

Ailsop, TliMMui f Mar. 80, ISf Ih il. 
84; (Aug. », W'I8), IL IS; C»«pL 
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10, iaS8), ii. 86 ; (1828), li. 88 : 

(Jan. 7, ii. 122 ; (Jan. 25, 

1827) , li. 108; (Dec. 20, 1827), 

11. 104 ; (Jan. 2, 1828), ii. 108; 
aummcr (IH2»), ii. 286; (July 

1828) , ii. SOI 

Aahury, 0r. (May 1880), ii. 206 
Ayrtnn, William (May 17, 1817), 
il. I ; (Mar. I t, 1880), ii. 200 
liatiainB, Dr. J. (early In 1882), il. 

2I»0 

Ilmiwna, Louiaa. i>m Holcroft, 

I. milaa 

DarUm, Barnanl (Bapt. 11, 1822), 
il. 45 ; (C><^t. y, IH22), ii. 40; 
(Dee. 28, 1822), ii. 07; (Jan. 9, 
iM28), ii. 02 ; (Fab, 17, 1828), li. 
its ; (Mar. 5, 1828), ii. 69 ; (Mar. 

I I, 1828), il. 71 ; (May 8, 1828), 
li. 78; (July 10, 1828), li. 81; 
(Kent, % 1828), il. 88 ; (Hent. 17, 
IWlh it. ; lNt>v. 22, IHm ii, 
91 ; (Jan. 9, 1824), il. 97 ; (Jan, 
28, 1824). il. m ; (Feb. 2.5, 1824), 
li. 101 ; (Mar. 24, 1824), il. 108 ; 
(April 1H24), ii. 104; (May 15, 
1824), ii. 105 ; (July 7, 1824), il. 
107 : C Awk. 1824), if, m ; (Bept. 
aO, 1824), li. Ul ; (Dec. 1. i824X 
li. 117; (Feb. 10, 1820), il. 125; 
(Mar. 28, 1825), 11. 127; (April 
0, 1825), 11. I8l ; (July 2, 1825), 
il, 1.14 ; (Auk. lO* 1825), il. 187 ; 
(Feb. 7, i820>, il. 148; (Mar. 20, 
k'iOX lb 144; (May 16, IBfOX lb 
148; (H*ipt. to, IH26X li. 158; 
(e»4 (if 1826X li. DIO; (June 11, 

mn ib Dw; (A'»k. d>, i827x 

ib 175 ; (AttK. 28, 1827), li. 177 ; 
(Niiv. 1827), ii. 191; (Dec. 4, 
l«ar), ii. iOi; (Deo. lh27X ib 
11*5 ; (Dee. 1827), il. 195; (April 
21, 1828), tl, 202 ; ((8it U, 1828), 
il. tun (D»a% 5, 182H), if. 217; 
(Mar. 25, imiii). lb m ; (July 3, 

1829), U. ; (July 25, l«29), il. 
218 ; (ibtc, 8, 1829), lb 250; 
(Feb. 25, 18S0), lb 257; (June 
», WiO), lb 272; (Aug, 80, 
l»m|^lb 174; (April »0,'li8l), 

mUrn, Mary (Jau. 24, 1834), il. 810 
licWtaiH, Matibift (June b l8Ui), b 

Hanebartl, Ionian (Nav, % iStHX 
Ib fit 

llnitoi, Mr. ami Mw. (Jan. 6, 

liiib Ib «l 

Cliry, Itev, lb r, (tb’b 14. 18m 
Ib W; (Atti- Ub li*24b U. 109; 


(April 8, 1826), ii. 147 ; (June 10 

ib 881 ; (May 6, 1831), ii. 282 ; 
(Bept. 9, 1888), ii. 805 ; (Sept, 
i?, 1884), ii. 815; (Oct. 1884), ii. 
817 ; (Oct. 18, 1834), ii. 319 
Chambers, John (1818), ii. 17 
Childs, Robert (Sept. 15, 1884), ii. 
816 

Clare, John (Aug. 81, 1822), ii. 
44 

Clarke, 0. Cowden (1821), ii. 87 • 
(Feb. 26, 1828), ii. 199; (Oct. 
1828), ii. 213; (Dec. 1828), ii. 
221 ; (Feb. 2, 1829), ii. 280 
Colburn, Henry (Sept. 26, 1827), 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor (May 27. 
1796), b 1; (June 1796\ i. 3 
(June 10, 1790), i. 10 ; (June 18. 
1796), i. 21 ; (June 14, 1796), i. 
28; (July 1, 1796), b 20; (July 6, 
1796), i. 28 ; (Sept. 27, 1796), i 
82; (Oct. 8, 1796), i. 88; (Oct. 
17, 1796), 1. 88; (Oct. 24, 1796), 
i, 89; (Oct. 28, 1796), i. 41; 


(Nov. 8, 1796), b 48 ; (Nov. 14, 
1796), i. 46 ; (Dec. 2, 17^), b 49 ; 
(Deo. 6, 1796), b 62; (Dec. 10, 

1796) . i. 52 ; (Dec. 10, 1796), b 
66; (Jan, 2,1797), b 68; (Jan. 6, 
1797X b 69 ; (Jan. 10, 1797\ b 65 ; 
(Jan. 10, 1797), i. 69 ; (Feb. 18, 

1797) , b 71 ; (April 7, 1790, i. 
76 ; (April 16, 1797), 1. 77 ; (June 
IS, 1797), 1. 78 ; (June 24, 1797), 
I. 80 ; (July 1797), b 80 ; (Late 
in July, 1797), 1. 81 ; (Sept. 1797), 
i. 88 ; (Jan. 28, 1798), i. 86 ; (Jaii. 
2, 1800), i. 122 ; (May 12, 1800), 
1. 127 ; (June 22, 1800), b 129 ; 
(Aug. 6, 1800), i. 181 ; (Aug. 14, 
1800), b 140 ; (Early in Aug. 1800), 
b 145 ; (Aug. 26, 1800), b 147 ; 
(Oct 9, 1800), 1. 162 ; (no date, 
end of 1800), i. 171 ; (Sept. 8, 
1802), 1. 228 ; (Oct 9, 1802), i. 
288 ; (Oct 11, 1^2), i. 285 ; (Oct 
23, 1802), b 287 ; ^ov. 4, 1802), 
b 289; (Mar. 20, 1808), i. 246; 
(Anl. 18, 1808), i. 247 ; (May 27, 
IWX 1. 250; (June 7, 1809), i. 
804 ; (Oct. 80, 1809), b 809 ; (Aug. 
18, 18U), i. 826; (Aug. 26, 18U), 
1. 881 ; (Dee. 24, 1818), ib 16 ; 
(Nov. 1819), ii. 29; (Jam 10, 
I820)i II- « I (May 1. 1S21), ii. 
84 ; (Mar. 9, ISkX lb 89 ; (1824), 
Ib 119 ; (July 2, 1826), ii. 135 ; 
(Mar. 22 , 1826), li, 146 ; (June 1, 
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18i0), li. U9 ; <18ii)), ii. 240, 241 ; 
(April 14, 18112), ii. 201 
Collier, J. Fayiio (Urn. 10, 1817). 

ii. 8 ; (May Id, 1821), ii. S4 
Collier, lira. (Nov. 2, 1824), ii. 118 
Cottle, Jcweph (IHIO), ii. M ; (Nov. 
or Dec. 1810), ii. 27 ; (cloae ol 
year IBID), ii. 28 

DilKlin, John Batei (1822), ii, <10 ; 
(May 0, 1B23), li. 7D ; ((Hit 28, 
1822), if. 81) ; (July 28, 1824), ii. 
lOB; (Jan, 11, 1825), li. 128; 
(June 1820), ii. ISO; (July H, 
1820), ii. l‘*8 ; (Bept 0, 1820). ii. 
160; (Bept. 6, 1827), ii. ITU: 
(Sept. 18, 1827), ii. IBO; (H.n.t. 
18,1827), ii. 188; (Oct 2, 1827), 
il.l8T 

Dortwell, Henry (July 1816), i. 866 ; 

(Got. 7, 1827), ii. 188 
Dyer, George (April 20, 1829), il. 
288; (Deo. 20, 1880), ii. 270; 


(Feb, 22, 1881), il. 278 
Dyer, Mrs. (Deo. 22, 1884), ii. 819 
Elton, 0. A. (Aug. 12, 18m t4l 
Field, Barron (Aug. 81, 1817), il. 
4 ; (Sept 22, lB‘m il- ^7 ; (ik'X. 
4, 18m li- 

Fryer, Miss (Feb. 14, 1884), if. 8U 
OlUman, Mr. (May 2, 18211 il. 84 ; 
(Oct 2(5, 1820), fl. 248 ; (Nov. 80. 
1829), li. 247 ; (D^H^- 9-‘0 

Qillman, Rev. James (Mar, 8, IKBu), 
11. 269 ; (Aug. 6, 1884), ii. SIS. 
Godwin, ’William (Deo. 4, 1800), 1. 
101 ; (Dec. 11, 1800), i. 102 ; (Dec. 
14, 1800), 1. 106; (June 29, IHOIX 
i. 192; (Bept 9, 1801), I. 199; 
(Sept 17, IBOl), 1. 204; (Nov. H 
and 10, 1808), i. 266 ; (no mouth, 
1800X t 291 ; (Mar. 11, WOH), i. 
298; (no month, 1811), i. 825; 
(April 18, 1822), it 881 ; (May 
ie, l82tX iU 48 

Qodwto, Mn. (Sept 1802 ?)• i* 229 
Guteb, John Mathew (Autumn, 
^WOOX 1 146; (April 9, 1810), i. 

Haydott, Bendamln itobort (Deo. 
1817), it 9; (Got 19, 1822), li. 
60 ; (O'Ot. », iiSS), it 61 ; (Mar. 
1827X il. m ; (AUf, llill it 205 
Hailtfet William (Ncify. 1805X 
t t«; (Jaa. 18, IWi). f. 272; 
(Feb. 19, 1806), t 274: (Mar. 18, 

isoox 1- w ; (Attf. 9, isio), t 

818: (Nov, 18, lllOX *• 

(Oct 2. 18U)iJ. 824 
Haalitt, Rw. W. (Feb, 18, 18M), 
1 298. 


na.slitfc, Mrs. (Deo. 10, 1808). i 
300; (Nov. 1B28X ii. 9‘i; (Mar. 4. 
IBSO), ii. 268; (May 24, iKua), ii. 
208 ; (Jutm 3, IHSO), li. 271 ; (May 
81, 1883). ii. 2DT 

Holcndt, LouIhu (Mcm. Bwlamid. 
(Juno 17, 182(5), il. 113 ; (Oct 2. 
IH-iH), ii. 200 ; (Doc. 6, IH'JH), ii. 
2‘iO; (Doc. 81, 1832), It SD’l* 

(Feb. Ifi, 1833), ii. S9.I ; (Aug. 20, 
IBSS). il. 804 

Heme, William (May 19, 1823), ii. 
80; (Hept. 80, 1H26X It Ml; 

(July 25, 1820), ii. 166 1 (Jan. 27. 
1827X il. Ii58| (Fiih. 6, IH2?X ii. 
104; (Mar. 20, 1827), it 105; 

(May 1827), ii. l<57 ; (June IH2T), 
it 170 ; (Aug. 10, IH‘J7X il. 177 ; 
(S*n‘t 2, 1827), ii. 179: ((Hit 
il. 191 ; (Miiv 2, l8‘iHX it. 
202; (May 21, IHSO), It 207; 

(June 17, 1880), ii- 871 ; (Jtdy 1 , 
IBSOXlt 278; (Mar. 6, ITO), |i. 
296 

Hood, Thomas (lab* In 1828), It 85 ; 
(Hept 18, 1827), Ii. 181 ; (Oct 
ml). It 213 

Hunt Uigh (end of 1824), ii, 120 ; 

(Dim. 1827), ii. 194 
HuUthIniion, Mias (Get 19, 1815), 
t W4 ; (April 26, IH2H), it. 70 ; 
(Nov. 11, IH24X It 116; (Jan. *i0, 
iS’iSX ii. I‘i4 ; (April 18, IH2&X ii. 
IS2 

Irving, Rev. 1. (April S, IB'iH), it 
201 

Kenney, Mrs. (Hept U, IWIX It 
40 

Kenney, Sophy (Stpt 11, I82yx II. 
47 

jAutlor, W. a (April 9, iii2X it 

mm 


Lloyd, Olmrlfti (the elder), (July 
SI, 1809), t il^, 897 ; (Mar. Ui, 
1810), t 815 

Lloyd, Chartw (ISSt), it. «0 
Lloyd, Robnrt (Got. 17ii«X t 94 : 
(Oct (later) I7IWX I i>4; (tjet 
Oater) 17«), t IHl; (Nof. 13, 
ifm); I 101 ; CNtiv. W. IIunx t 
lOt; (Hept rmtX t. 117; (Julv 
i, 1800X t ISO; (FcK 7. IWU'K i. 
in: (April 6, IWIIX t I Ml; 
(April lloix i. R<0: (July 20, 

lioix t tnUMar, W, Imoix i. 

«t ^pt II, 1»4X t 259; 
(fab. », l»X 4. Wl 1 L 
lllOXtIW 

Manniftf, Thoitiai CD«», *JM, 17»X 
t ll»; (Bm. I7tl»x t ISI : (Fell 
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IS, i. VM ; (Mar. 1, 1800). 

I. ri't: (Mar. 17, WOOX I 120; 
may IT, IWW), I, 1‘iH; (Iwfortt 
Junrt i. I’iHjCAug. 1800), 

1. |{I4 ; (IKCHn, I. ISO ; (Aujf. 9, 

I. ISH; (AU«. U. 1800), i. 
(Au«. •«»•.!, 1800), L 148; 
(OvL fi, IHOU), L 151 ; (Oet. Ifl, 
IHCKJ), i. lt%t > ; (Nov, 8, 1800), i- 
157; (Nttv. 28. iHtK)), i. 100; 
ilhH\ 18, 1800). I. 108 ; (Doc. 16, 
i. (D»h-. 2?, 1800), 1. 
WO; (t'uh. 15, IHOl), i 180; 
(F«b. or Mar. 1801), i. IHll ; 
(April WOl), 1. IHO ; (Aug. 1801), 

I. iofi; (Auk. 81, 1801 ). 1. urn; 
(Fob. 15, W02), I 225; (Fab. 
IfiO'i), 1. 220 ; Si. 1802), i. 

•i’iO ; (Nov. 1802), i. 241 ; (Fab. 

10. W08). 1. m ; (Mar. 1808), I. 
*i44; (April 28. l«;iX b 248; 
(r«*b. 24, W05X L SOI ; (July 27, 

I too ; (Nov. U, 1805), 1. 
271; (May 10, IW), L 278; 
(Daa 5, llMW) ; i. 285 ; (Fab. SO, 
\mm% I, SOI; (Mar. 28, 18m>). 1. 

(Oan. % Wio), j. :ili ; 

25, 1815), 1. 155 i (lbH\ 20, WW), 

i. b7 ; (May 28, IHIO), U. S‘i ; 
(wdy lii un% li. m ; (Dac. 10, 
1825), 11. I4t! ; (May 10, 1834), 11. 
SIS 

Mwitagtt, llMll(J«ly IS. 1810), 1. 
»17 

Mtifiliiw. Mra. Daiil (WSh). II. 201 
Mosott, Mwar4 (Mar. 111. WSH), II, 
tOl ; (May S, I8*i8). U. 208 ; (May 

11, IMiO), 11. 200 ; (Nnv, 12, WSO), 

ii. 175; (Aug, \mn, ll. 284; 
(Hinit. 5, mi% II. 285 ; (ikxt 24, 
IMl), il. 2H5; (Fab. 1832), 11. I 
W ; (l«*m W 201 ; (Fab. lO, ' 
wsa). 11. tl*5 ; (Mar. ll», 18311), lU 
tP7; (April 2T, WSS). 11. 2S»7; 
(May l»oa), II. »; (July 24, 
imA 11. W3; (WP), it. sos; 
CAtti. I«l. 11. 804 ; (Nuv, 29, 
Im4 II. mm 

Hwrtlii, (iau, 25, IH25), 

li, 125; (May P. irjO), ii. 147; 
(April lb 160; (Nuv, 0, 

iili), ib 2l4: (Dai, wso), ii, 
tl4; CM»r H. WOb il* to?; 
Ciifty wall, lb siW; (Nov, s, 
i«»). lb m 

iillittf, COaii. f?, 1824), lb 

nil ; Pail. I»20b lb im, I4U 
tIHipr, M»#»w.(Jtiua W. wmbib U 
Falttwra, F. <b (July IP, 1H27), 11. 

mimpt II. » 


r^yne, John Howard (Nov. 1822), 
il. 61 ; (Nov. W, 1822), ii. 62 ; 
(Jan. 28, IBSSb ib 04; (Feb. 

1823) , ii. 07; (182$), li. 78; 
(182$), 74 

Procter, B. W, (Barry Gomwall). 
(Aprll 13, 1828), ii. 75 ; (Nov. H, 

1824) , il. 114 ; (Jan. 19, 1829), ii. 
22$; (Jan. 22, 1829), ii. 225; 
(Jan. 29, 1829), ii. 227 ; (1829), ii. 
ku ; (Fab. 2, 1829), II. 229 

Rickman, John (Kept. 16, 1801), i, 
201 ; (Oct. 9, 1801), i. 206 ; (Nov, 
24, 1801), 1. 208 ; (1801), i. 210 ; 
(no date, 1801), L 212 ; (Jan. 9, 

1802) , 1. 216 ; (Jan. 14, 1802), 1, 
217 ; (Jan. 18, 1802), i. 219 ; (Feb. 
1, 1802), i. 220 ; (Feb. 4, 1802), i. 
222; (Feb. 14, 1802), i. 228 ; 
(April 10, 1802), i. 228 ; (July 16, 

1803) , i. 252 ; (July 27, 1808), i. 
268; (Jan. 25, 1806), i. 278; 
(Mar. 1806), 1. 276; (Deo. 80, 
1816), i. 866; (Nov. 20, 1821), ii. 
88; (Bent. 11, 1828), il. 206; 
(Oct. 4, 1828), il. 208 

Rickman, Mr®. (1880), il. 278 
Hickman, MI«m (May 28, 1888), ii. 
800 

Roblniwm, Henry Orabb (no 
month, 1810), !. 828 ; (Jan. 20, 
1827), If. 158; (Oct. 1, 1827), 11. 
186; (Feb. 27, 1829), ii. 280; 
(April 10, 1829), ii. 282 ; (April 
17, 1829), H. 288 

Rogtir®, Samuel (Dec. 1888), U. 
808 

Hhelley, Mm. (July 26, 1827), il. 
172 

Southey, Rol»ert (July 28, 1798), i. 
87; (Oct. IH, 1798), b 90: (Oct. 
29, 1798), i. k ; (Nov. 8, 1798), 1. 
98 ; (Nov. 8, 1798), b 100 ; (Nov. 
28, 1798), i. 104 ; (Dec, 27, 1798), 
I, 107; (Jan. 21, 1799). i 108; 
(Mar. 15, 1799), 1. UO; (Mar. 20, 
1799), b 112; (April 20, 1799), L 
115 (May 20, 1799), b 1 16 ; (Oct. 
81, ITini), i. UH; (NOV. 7, 1804), 
b tmi (May 6, 1818), b 847; 
(Aug. 9, IHlk i. 849 ; (Oct 26, 
IkW). li. 16 ; (Nuv. 21, IH28), 11. 
m\ (Aug. 19, il. 188; 

(May 10, l«;W), Ii. 264 
Bt^blart, Sir Jwlm, Ohief-Juitlcc 
at Malta (Aug. 9, WiT), lb 174 
Stwldart, Ml»i Sarah O>oc- 

imo), b too 

Tttlftnwi, Mr. Serjeant (1829), il 
S42; (to. ISM), lb 294 
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Tftvlfir Johif (Ju!y SO, IKai), U. Ita»t4n)|!«, U. 

ll • h r T n H \ iJnm Umrnmu Oiilt‘.ri4g«. at, il 7 

S mirii ks ^ i‘hatl0ii {ilm Uimh on 

M« fAnrll ± ISSOX »• tmuHlatlon by, i. mri, i.|f» 

262* (Clowl Fn<li-y, IHIlO), ii. Lbiytl* i:harli»i«, i, 05, tU, JITO; vi»lt. 
Wnaon winter (itfgA I. L I. m ; 7T, 

IW • Vdm 10/1H22). Ii. 00 ; (FVb. 7»; mnimtn by, I. Hi, m\ U)T, 

M iBas) il w; (M^v an, w«h»), Fii, Fiiu birth of *Min, i. is«; i4o, 

Tm • Wov 15 ^ 304, S7H, nni with i*mb. at 

WoKlBWorth, Wiltiwn (Oot If, iUirfcim, llannw|brj, i. f7P ; ^ 

1800), i. m; (Jan. iBoa 1- <«* f w , il 70, ,S« 

(Jan. BO, 1801), i, 174 : (Jimii 2*1 

iBOai i 215* (Hept 28, 1805), 1. IJoyU, Mn»., i. 120 

« • (Juno *ir imW), i. 280; iUivia, I 128, 12«, 884 

i mi (1>W. 11, Friitiia, i. 102, iw, m 

WOO) imi (Jan. 29, WT), i. UoyO, lAmb*a a«!vift» to. I 

m - (0«r \iCmml i m ; 94, 95, w, or. uu ; i uw, im ; kg 

fAiiif 14 1814) I 828; (Aug. 29, aoctmut of hli fafcliiir, I 248; on 

i81& l/W ; r » 18U) hU brothw Oharltia, I 217 

i SS5 ; (nr^onth, 1814), ’l S8T ; Woyti. H^n^hia, I 117, m, 125, W, 
(no month, 1815), I 840 ; (1815), 188 n 

I S4 S: (Aur. 9, WIRX 1. *»l; .. 


78; mrnnota by, I. Hi, m\ U)7, 
121, VM^i birth of iMin, I IS«; 149, 
354, 8iH, 879; with i*mb, at 
Burton, llatniiihiro, i. 879 ; Ijnuh 
on by, i. 57 ; 1 1 79, Sm 


20 ; (Juno 7, 1819), 11 24; (Mar. um%^ C «pl I Bnti, ; aim ijmwt 
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